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Iv AMONG the Wonders your Gracn 
every 1 it - ĩs not perhaps, 
the leaſt, Madam, of making me ſhake- 
off that habitual Lazineſs 1 have con- 
3 <p tracted, which has almoſt begot an Aver- 
ion to Writing, eſpecially on ſuch a 
Subject, and to ſuch a Reder; both ſufficient Checks 

to à Man who could confider any Thing but your 

Gr act's Commands No, Madam, your Defires are 

never to be we; ak y _ GEES err the 
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4 The LIFE of the 


Taſk may prove which You impoſe ; eſpecially, w 
L remember that though You have the moſt” pierci 


Wit, as well as the moſt piercing Eyes in the World, 
i 


yet You have too mubb Juſtice to be ſevere an this Eflay 
of my Obedience, not Preſumption, becauſe I choſe ra- 
ther to forfeit your good Opinion of my Underſtand⸗ 
ing, than Reſpet, I am ſenſible that I take on me a 
Province far beyond my Capacity to execute ; but I 
can venture at any Thing rather than your GRACE 'sS 
Diſpleaſure. OP | 

PERHAPS your GRACE does not expect that I 
ſhould carry you back beyond thoſe ſprightly Hours 
of Lord Ro cux$STER's Lite, When he Red the Breaſts 
of Ladies with Love, and wounted-thoſe-of Met with 
Envy, But Madam, fince you have ſet me a Taſk, I 
muſt perform it in all its Parts, according to the Me- 
thods of thoſe Gentlemen that have preſented the World 


with the Lives of Heroes; who always begin with their 


Parentage and Birth, and thence lead you by Degrees 
into a thorough Acquaintance of their Spirit, Temper, 
and Manners. This muft 1 do, Madam, with our noble 
Lord, from his Birth to his ear by Death. 


_ His Father was Henry Lord Wilmot, afterwards 


Earl of Rockefler, a Gentleman very eminent and 
renowned in the Engliſh Hiſtories of the Civil Wars, 


for his Valour and Fidelity both to the Fatheriand Son. 


This gained himthe chief Confidenceof KingCn ARLES 
II. who entrufted his Perſon to him' after the unfortu- 
nate Battle of Worcefter ; which Truſt he diſcharged 


with ſo much Conduct, as well as Faith, that the King 


was conveyed out of England into Frante chiefly'Þ 
his Care, Application, and Vigilance. Such was: 


Father. - And for, the Mother of our Hero, ſhe was of 


the ancient Family of the Saint Johns, of M iiiſtire; 
a Lady of equal Parts and Beauty, as I have been 
informed, and which I am induced to believe, Madam, 
becayſe the more charming the Object of Love is, the 


there 


more tierce are our Deſires, and the greater Energy is 


* 1 dk Ak. oa D@& xd 
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Ear! of RocnESTER.. 5 
re, in our Embraces. I may ſay of him, with more 
uſtice and Reafon, what Mr. Dryden ſaid of David 


and Abſalom: | 


© Whether inſpir'd by ſome ae Luft, 
HI, Father got him with a greater Guft.. 


Bur leaving an Enquiry ſo nice, I returm to my 
Subject, by informing your GR ACE, that the Son John 
Wilmot, Earl of Rochefter, (Viſcount Ahline in Ire- 
land, and Baron Adderbury in n was 
born at Ditchley near Mod ſtocłk, in the ſame County, 
(the Scene of many of his Pleaſures, and of his Death,) 
in the Year 1648, diſtinguiſhed from other Years by 
two extraordinary Events, the Martyidom of King 
CHARLES |. by a prevailing Party of his Subjects, 


at his own Palace Window, and the Birth, of my Lord 


Rocheſter, as eminent for Wit and Gallantry, as that 
unfortunate Prince was for Piety and Religion. 1 will 
not here, Madam, enter into a Compariſon of their ſe- 
veral Merits, or of the Preference of what each excel- 
led in; for, notwithſtanding the Opinion ſome have en- 
tertained of the Latitude of my religious Principles, 
muſt aſſure your GRACE, I think there is no Compa- 
iſon between them: All I ſhall ſay, is, the King was 
fiter for the World to which he went from the Scaf- 
{oi ; and his Lord/hip for that he entered into from his 
lother's Womb. Re | | 
My Lord's Father had the ill Fortune to reap none 
of the Rewards. and Advantages of his Sufferings and' 


Loyalty, becauſe he died before the RE STO RATIO, 


leaving his Son, as the principal Part of his Inheri-- 
tance, his Titles of Honour, and. the Merit of thoſe- 
extraordinary Services which he bad done the Crown. 
But the prudent Conduct of the Mother, ſupplied tha 


Dotal Eſtate left by the: Father ;. for ſhe managed it! 
with ſuch Addreſs, that his Education was Mill. pre» . 


ſerved ſuitable to his Quality. ; ny 
NILS = Hz AE 


6 The LIFE of the © 


_ _ Herreg, Madam, was I to follow thofe famous - 
Authors, who have given us the Lives of the ancient 
Heroes and Poets, Iſhould entertain your GR AUR with 
the Scene of all the extraordinary Accidents and prett 
Events of his Childhood, not Orgening any of thoſe 
little pert' Sayings or Actions, which might be the 

 Fore-runners of that eminent Excellence he diſcovered 

when he came to Man's Eftate, Nay, if all theſe im, 
rtant Aﬀairs, by the Negligence of thoſe who ſhould 

nave conveyed them to us, were loft, I ſhould, toraiſe the 

Character of our Hero, give ſo neceſſary an Indulgence 

to Invention, as by that to form ſome wonderful and 

early Promiſes of his future Greatneſs : But not bein 

fo fond of my own Fancy, as to write fictitious Won- 

ders of his Childhood; and all thoſe'that were rea] 
deing not to be found in the Recards of Time, I that! 
Hot preſume to amuſe your GR a cx with infipid Fa- 

ies, which can neither entertain nor inſtruct; but only 

et you know, that he was ſo extremely docile, and 
made fuch an eaſy Progreſs in Learning, on his fitſt 

Application to Letters at School, as difcoyered th 

. Seeds of that great Genius which afterwards appeare 
more conſpicuouſly in his riper Years: For there, 
among Boys, firſt * Exp thoſe ſprightly Parts which af- 
terwards dazzled the Eyes, and drew the Admiration of 

Men, and the Hearts of the Ladies. 
Wr may venture to fay, that it was at School he laid 

ſuch a Foundation of the Latin Tongue, and obtaiged 

fo great a Maflery of it; that he never loſt a true 
Taſte of any peculiar Beauty of thoſe great Authors iti 
that Language in its moſt flouriſhing Age; I mean that 
of Horace, Virgil, Ovid, and the like; in which he 
found thoſe ranſponting Pleaſures, Madam, which can- 
not be conveyed to your GRACE through any of the 
Tranſlations we have; though the French have made 
1 Progreſs in that Art, and have applied them- 
elves more to it than any other Nation whatever, that 

\ I know of: Whether it be that the Moderns want Ge- 
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Mlus to come up to the Energy and Excellence of the 
Antients ; or that the greateſt Part of the Charm of the 
Anbtede Pobis be in the BxpreMign; which it is fitipoſſi 
He to preſerve in any lefs perfect Language; and in 
ſpite of our Vanity, we muſt allow, that even the 
French cannot come „ 4 the Latin, either in Strength, 
Harmony, or Copioufneſs. In ſhort, Madam, no Plea- 


Tire can be fo beer to a Man of Senſe, aleſs it be 
_ yourGrAcE's 


onverſation ; which receives from and 
ves freſh Force to the inevitable Charms of your Per- 
on. * | = {1 arte bwg ch! 415, on 
Ix he began to lay the Foundation of Learning at 
School, he finiſhed the Building on his Removal to 
the Univerſty of Oxford; where," in Fadham Col. 
lege, under the Tuition of Dr. 3 (afterwards 

orcefler,) and the 
more immediate Care of Mr. Phinzas Berry, Feltow of 
that College, he gained all the Knowledge, the Gaiety 
of the Times, and that univerſal Spirit of Joy and Plea- 
fure which ſpread over all theſe fortunate Iſlands at the 
Reffor ation, would permit. For my Lord, here, in the 
Arms of the Muſes, and even under the Reſtriction of a 
Tutor, formed the firſt Acceſſes of Pleafure, ſo tempt- 
ing and engaging to his Soul; a Soul ſo adapted to 
them, that his Application to Study ſoon grew flack, 
and was, in a little Time, ſo totally loſt in the Purſuit 
pf Joys more agreeable to his. Inclination, that he 
never entertained any Thoughts of returning to bis Stu- 
dies; till, in his Travels, the fine Addrefs of his Go- 
vernor, Dr, _— by engaging him with Books ſui- 
table to his Inclinations, won him to thofe Charms 
which he had by a youthful Levity forfaken : Which 
being backed by Reafon mote ſtrong in him now, and 
a riper Taſte of the Pleaſures of Learning, which muſt 
gain the Heart of a fenfible Man ; and thefe his Go- 
vernot always todk care to place in fo good a Light, 
that by Degrees he made him perfectly in Love with 
Knowledge; in the Purfuit of which he always =—_ 0 
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2 de LIFE f te... 


thoſe Hours which he ſometimes ſtole from the /Virty 
and the Farr. anten 
is quite. tired wih this Part of his Lordſhip's Life, 
wherein Love and Beauty had ſo little Share; you muſt, 
Madam, think theſe ſo many tedious Impertinencies; 
yet, fince, you have obliged me to write a Life, you 


muſt undergo. the Penance of thoſe Modes and Forms 


which the Taſk; your own Authority impoſed, requires, 


He has all this while been cara veg fine. Parts, 


and nouriſhing that great Genius, which is now to ap- 
ar in. the „e among the Ladies, with 
Force not inferior to their Eyes, in their gayeſt 
Dawn; but of larger Extent in Duration and Power. 
Till now, he has been laying up a Fund for all that 
Spirit and Wit, which afterwards was the Terror of 
Knaves, Fools, and little Pretenders. of all Sorts, 
and the Delight of the Witty, Honeſt, and Meri- 
torious. 3 i 
_ He now, Madam, comes from Travel, at the early 
Age'of Eighteen, when other more backward Genile - 
men are ſcarce fit to ſet out. But my Lord was not to 
take Meaſures from the common wot of Men ; he 
was diſtinguiſhed ſufficiently by Nature from moſt Per- 
ſons, who: could therefore be no Rule to him. His 
Quality, Spirit, and Inclination, ſoon led him to Court, 
with the Advantage of ſuch Endowments as few brought 
thither: For his Perfon was graceful, though tall 200 
ſlender; his Mein and Sha pe having ſomething extreme - 
ly agreeable ; and for his Mind, 1t diſcovered Charms 
not to be withſtood : His Wit was ſtrong, ſubtile, ſub- 
lime, and ſprightly: He was perfectly well bred, and 
adorned with a natural Modeſty, which wonderfully be: 
came him: He was Mafter both of the ancient and mo- 
dern Authors, as well as of thoſe in the modern French 
and Italian, to ſay nothing of the Engli/h, which were 
worthy the Peruſal of a Man of tine Senſe. From. all 


which he drew a Converſation ſo <ngaging, that none 


< could 


1 Do not at all doubt, Madam, but ycur Gk a ce. 
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- Hx had not been long at Court, when infpired with 
a Deſire, of ſhewing his Courage, he choſe the. Sea for 
* Eng 2 Action, and under the Earl of en Fee 
and Sir Edward e he gave uncommon, Proo 
We an intrepid gal ee, he afterwards loſt that 
Character in private Broils. But though there, may ve- 
4 eaſily be a Reaſon aſſigned far ſo great a Contrarie 
of Temper in the ſame Man at different Times, on die. 
ferent — and in different Circumſtances, yet 
the Diſquiſition is too Philoſophical and Jejune 10 en- 
tertain your GR ACE with. Let it ſuffice to ſay, that 
we differ not from one another, more than from our- 
| er, at different Times. Min ennie 4 8 . 
Havixe fignalized himfelf in War, be 2 
Court, where Pleaſure and Love kept their perpetua 
Rendezvous. under the auſpicious Smiles of a Monarch 
made by Nature for all the Enjoyments of the moſt ele 
Temperance Since his 8 had en a 
Temperance, which, being in itſelf extraordinary in an 
\ge ſo difſolute, was "= mg though by inſenſible De- 
cs, Ia id aſide, and a Loofg given to all the Pleaſures 
df the Court and Town, of Love and Wine; for both 
which be. was qualified by Nature, having a ftrong Con- 
ſtitution, though by too frequent, and too continual Ex- 
ceſſes, he broke it, and died a young Man, As 
a Beauty owes her Ruin to her own. Charms, 


did my Lord; for as Beauty draws a Crowd of Ado- | 


rers, and makes every one preſs for a Joy that ſo few 


can grant; Importunĩty, Opportunity, Aſſiduity, and 


a Variety of Objects, win the Fair to ſurrender a Jewel 
that cannot be reftored, Thus the uncommon Charms 
of my Lord's Converſation drew every Man bf Taſte 
to engage him with a Bottle; his pleafing Extravagance 


e with his Liquor, the Frolics which that in- 


ſpired affording Talk for the Town, as well as the Ad- 

ventures in them, for ſome Time after. It was not, 

indeed, Madam, for every Man to venture a * 
a g 0 


— 
* 


wt eee 


with him; becauſe, fora Jeſt; and Diverſon, he would 
often hazard his Life ; and that many would think pay- 
ing too dear for his Converſation, . 
ur he often mingled his Amours with his Frolics, 
and covered the Extravagance of his Appetite under 
that of his Fancy. I will not detain your Gr a cx long 
-with any of theſe Adventures, nor ſhall I give you ma- 
ny of them, though I might a thouſand, becauſe | would 
not ſwell my Account beyond the Bounds of a Let- 
ter. 1 N 
His Talent of Satire was admirable ; and in it he 
ſpared no Body, not even the King himſelf, whoſe 
Weakneſs for ſome of his Miſtreſſes he endeavoured to 
cure by ſeveral Methods, that is, either by ſeducing them 
from him, in Spight of the Indulgence and Liberality 
they felt froma Royal Gallant, or by ſeverely lampoon- 
Ing them or him, on various Occafions ; which gene- 
rally, the King, (who was a Man of Wir andPleaſure as 
well as my Lord) took for the natural Sallies of his 
Genius, and meant as Sports of Fancy, more than the 
Efforts of Malice. Yet, either by a too frequent Re- 


* petition,” or a too clofe and poignant Violence he ba- 


niſhed him, the Court, for--a Satire made ditealy 
on him. ; Fe 3 iN eq 42 Hi Ca 
Tak Duke of Backiagham * being, at the ſame 
Time, under Diſgrace for Things of another Nature, 
they reſolved to go in Search of Adventures; among 


many of which, this was one: There happens an Inn 


on the Newmarket Road to be lett; they diſguiſe them- 
ſelves fit for the Perſons they were to aſſume, and jointly 
to take this Inn, in which, each in his Turn, officiates 
as Maſter. But this being not done, either for abſcond- 
ing from the Anger of their Sovereign, or the Sake of 
ſelling Ale, they ſoon ſ-t themſelves to purſue the more 


pleaſing Sim of their Rambles, They having obſerved 


- ſuch 


5 — — 
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1 he Right Honourable George Villers. 
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Girls of the Country as they fancied” 


ſuch of the ; 
moſt, {they confidered nat whether Maids; Wives, or 
Widows)to-gain Opportunity, they invited the Country 
round, at leaſt thoſe Neighbours that had theſe Wives 
ot Daughters, to frequent Feaſts; where the Men were 
preg hard with good Liquor, and the. Women ſufficient- 


y warmed, to make but as little Refiſtance-as would 


be agreeahle to their Inclinations: Doubly qualifying 
both Sexes, the Men wü Wine and ſtrong Liquors, 
and the Women with Love. + - 437518 

Vounx GRrRAcs muſt not imagine that this Sort of 
Life could be f any long Duration, becauſe Feaſts ſo 
common, and that without/any Thing to pay, muſt 


give a, ſhrewd i Suſpicion. that the Hoſts muſt | ſoon - 


break, or that they were of Circumſtances much ſupe- 
rior to the Poſts they were in. This they were ſenfible 
of, nor much concerned about it, ſinge they were ſel+ 
dom fond of long continuing. the fame Sort of Adven- 
tures; Varieiy being the Life of their Enjoyments. 
It was, beſides, near the Time of his Majeſty's going 
to Newmarket; When they defigned that a Diſcovery 
of their real Plots ſhould clear them from the lmputa- 
tion of being concerned in any, more pernicious to his 
Majeſty and his eaſy Government. Theſe two Conjec- 
tures meeting, they thought themſelves obliged to, diſ- 
patch two important Adventures, which they bad not 

et been able ro compaſs. There was an old coveteus 

lunks in the Neighbourhood, who had not w ithſtand- 
ing his Age, got a very pretty young Wife: In the 
poctical Age, the would have been taken for one of 
the Wood Nymphs : SALMAC1s was not more charm- 


ing nor more fit for Joy. Her Huſband was as watch- - 


ful of her as of his Money, nor ever truſted her out of 
his Sight, but under the one of an old ill-natured, 
ugly, hypocritical; Siſter, who 
ed the — Love herſelf, bad the true Envy of an 
old Maid to all that were young and handſome. Our 


noble Hoſts had no Manner of Doubt of his accepting a. 


reat, 


— 


aving never experieno-- 


— 


& = 
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Treat, (for he bad done many) loving a Debauch-with 
all his Heart, whenit coſt him nothing, elfe the moſt 


temperate and abſtemious Man "alive; but then they 


could never prevail on him to bring his Wife along 


with him, notwithſtanding they urged the Preſence of 
ſo many good Wives of the Neighbourhood to keep Her 
Company All their Study was then, how to charm 
che Dragon that he had left behind to guard the delici- 


cious Heſperian Fruit, which he could neither eat him - 
ſelf, nor would ſuffer any one elſeee. 
Su cn Difficulties as theſe did not uſe to puzzle fuch 
Inventions: It was therefore agreed thàt my Lord Ro- 
chefter ſhould be dreſt in Women's Cloaths; and while 
the-Huſband was engaged by my Lord Duke, and the 
good Liquor, he ſhould 0 fad. try his Luck with the 
vid Beldam at Home. He knewthat'ſhe was a mighty 
Lover of a Dram at the Bottle, when ſhe could come 
at it. With that Viaticum he 'marclies; equipped like 
a Country Laſt, to the old Miſer's Houſe;* k was with 
much ads he found Means to get Sight or Speech of the 
old Woman; but at laſt he obtained that Favour; 
when perſect in all the Cant of thoſe People, he began 
to tell the Occaſion of his coming, and bantering her, 
in Hopes the would invite him in; but all in vain 
he was admitted no farther than the Porch, with the 
Houſe Door juſt a- jar: At laſt, my Lord takes this 
Method; riſng up as going away, 2 
in a Fit, and falls inf the Door: The Noiſe brings 
the young Wife to chem, who with much Intreaty, 
pn her Keeper to help the poor Girl/jnto-the 
louſe, in reſpect to the Decorum of the Sex, and 
the unhappy Condition ſhe was in. The Door had 
not been — ſbut, but by Degrees my Lord comes 
to himſelf, and being ſet on a Chair, cants a 
religious Thankſgiving, through the Noſe, for the 
Humanity of the good old Gentlewoman; and begins 


to tell how deplorable her hard Fortune was by tuch 
Fits, which often took ber in the Street, and ſo 


made 


— —t — — 
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made ker liable to many Accidents; but every now 
and then, as a Relief, took a Sip of the Bottle, and re- 
commended it to the old Woman, who was ſure to 
mg W-drink a hearty Dram; and when offered the young 
of WY Laſs, ſhe would ſtop the Bottle, and ſay, it wes nouglt 
ter BW for young Profile, and the like, in order to fave a larger 
rm Share for herſelf. | | _ 

ict- My Lord had another Bottle qualified with a little 
im- Opium, which would Tooner accompliſh his Defires, 
and lay the Dragon aſleep. . His Lordſhip made an 
End of the firſt Bottle, and gave the old Beldamithe + 
Ro- fomniferous Liquor, which drinking, with Greedineſs 
bile I cnough, ſhe fell faſt aſleep. My Lord now fired with 
the me Preſence of the Toyely Creature, to whom he had 
made ſuch near Approaches, was full of eager Deſires, 
my I which cauſed him often to change Colour, and made 
dme I her imagine Tome Return of his Eits; and aſking the 
like Queſtion, my Lord replied, That, if ſhe would: be fo cha- 


with able to let him lie down on the Bed, heſhauld ſoon reco- 

Fe ver. The goed-natured Creature conducted him to her 

ur ¶ Chamber, where being laiddown, and ſhe ſtaying by him 

gan at his Requeſt, his Lordſbip ſoon put her in mind of her 

2 Condition, aſking about her bed whom the young 
3 


Woman painted in his true Colours both wp, and a-bed, 
ſuppoſing ſhe had only a Y/oman with her. By her Story, 
my-Lord found that a little Love would not be diſa- 
preeable : Opportunity, Revenge, and various. Plea- 
ſures concurring, So ſoon as ſhe had laid herſelf 
down by my Lord, pleaſed with his Converſation, his 
Lordſhip began to kiſs her, embrace her, and to pro- 
ceed farther, She was wonderfully ſurprized at ſuch 
\ddrefſes from a Voman, but was ſoon made ſenfible 
y his Lordſhip, that he did not proveke without a 
ower of apfeaſing. In ſhort, Madam, my Lord was 
as happy as he could defire, and as long as he durſt 
ay, for fear of the Huſband's Reters, or the Keeper's 


ewaking, f 
B Pur 
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Bur Philli: was unwilling to part with him, and re- 
ſolved to eſcape from her Priſon, where ſhe Had nei- 
ther Pleaſure nor Eaſe, to 4 Place where ſhe . 
herſelf Abundance of both. My Lord was glad of the 
Opportunity of gratifying likewiſe his Friend the Duke 

Buckingham: Beſides, ſhe took-Care of ſome Mo- 
ney, having long fince reſolved on a Flight; and being 
acquainted with the old Gentleman's Hoards, ſupplied 
: herſelf with one hundred and ag bags Pieces, and 

marched off with my Lord to the Inn about Midnight. 
They were to paſs over three or four Fields before 
hey reached it; and, in the laſt, wir fa abs y near 
Falling into the Enemy's Hands : The old Fellow 
calling out to the Servant who was lighting him home, 
and his Voice diſcovering him, our Adventurers ſtruck 
down the Field, out of the Path, and, to be the more 
Jecure, lay down in the Graſs, The Place, the Occa- 
Fon, and the Perſon that was ſo near, put his Lordſhi 
in mind of renewing his Pleaſure in Sight of his 
Cuckold. The 2 was no longer nice, and eaſily 
complied with any of his Defires. But not to detain 
your GRACE any longer with this Story, my Lord 
got the Damſel Home, conveyed her up Stairs, to the 
e's Bed, and there having laid her, retired, with a 
- Promife of returning as ſoon as he could change hi; 
Cloaths, look after the Family, and the like, Bu 
he having had his Ends ahead „ ſent up my Lord 
Duke in his Place, whom the ignorant and paſſivt 
Nymph bore with equal Satisfaction. * 
WHEN the old Miſer came Home, finding his 
Doors open, his Siſter afleep, his Wife fled, and hi 
Money gone, after raving like a Mad-man, he hange 
himſelf. This News was ſoon ' ſpread about thi 
Neighbourhood, and reached the Inn; where bol 
Lovers now, as weary of their Purchaſe, as defiroy 
of it before, doubled her Caſh, adviſed her to retir 
o Londen, where, this Diſgrace not being known, ſb 
| | migb 


ere 
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might get another Huſband; and told her they in- 
rended foon to be thete tbemſelves. She followed 
their Advice, and fo. this Advefture ended. His 
Majeſty, ſoon, after, coming that Way, found them. 
both in their Poſts,” and took them into Favour, and 
with him to Newmarket, „ 

H1s Amours at Court are too well known to your” 
GRr a CE, to need my repeatigg of them.  Beffdes, they 
are mingled too much with the Reputation of Ladies 
of Quality, to revive them. I cannot omit that Affair 
which my Lord had with the fine Miſs Robert, 
Miftreſs to the King, whom ſhe left and refuſed} for 


the Poſſe Fon of my Lord's Perſon and Heart, as ſhe 


imagined: But he was ſoon cloyed with the Enjoy 
ment of any one Woman, though the faireſt in the 
World, and forſook her. The Lady, after the firſt 


Emotion of her Paſſion was over, grew as indifferent, 


and confidered how ſhe could retrieve the King's 
Heart. For this Purpoſe, a lucky Occafion preſented 


itſelf : One Moruing, as ſhe was dreſſing her Head 
4 


at a Window, - ſhe ſaw the King coming by; down 
Stairs ſhe ran,-with her Hair about her | 


for the future. The King, 


and vowed 1 ; 
igbt, took her up, and 


„ „„ with the 
no 
up to her Lodging, and there compleated the Reton- 
ciliation. © . VOOE OT ROOT TY 

Tu x Story of his Lordſhip's turning Mount 
in every Body's Mouth, therefore it would be fuper- 
fluous to mention it here. And now, judgi 


mour in the 
to-a Concluſion. 


„ e deen ee 


His comtinunb Cvurſe- ef Drinking, und a perpe - 
tual Expence of your in Love a: 
* 2 | en 


f ats, threw 
herſelf at his Majeſty's Feet, implored his Pardon, 


ed 
an could ſee her and not byve, waited on her 


ank, is- 


5 my 
' Diſcourſe ſwelled to a larger Bulk thari 1 defigned it, 
having given your Gr xc £*a Specimen of his Hu- 
fuit of odd Adventures, F {tall draw: 


— 
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broken bis. Conſtitution, and brought him into a Con- 
fumption; of which, after a lingering, Sickneſs, he. 
died at the Lodge in odftock Park, on the 26th of 
July, 1680, at Two in the, Morning, without any 
Pangs at all, Nature being worn out, and all the Food 
ef Life exhauſted, in the 33d Year of his Age. | 
As for his Repentance, and thofe Arguments pro- 
duced by Dr. Bux N RT, I am apt to depend on his 
Veracity, notwithſtanding ſome Reports to the contrary, 
though aſſerted with the Boldneſs that only belongs to- 


Truth : For my Lord was Maſter of ioo much Reaſon,, 


to be an Atheiſt, or, when he came calmly to conſider, 


not to be a Chriſtian, which muſt neceffarily lead him: 
to that Repentance the Doctor aſſures us of. 

Ir may be here expected, that I ſbould give a Cha- 
rater of his Lordſhip's Writings, his Genius, his. 
Temper, and the like: But the former are fo well de- 
fended already, that there is nothing left for me to 
add; and it is fo difficult a Matter to paint the lat- 
ter, that I am afraid to attempt. it. However, ſince it 
is a Part. of the Taſk L have undertaken, I ſhall ven ure 
to add a few Words on both. : 

He had a Strength of Expreſſion, and a Happinefs of 
Thought peculiar to himſelf, and ſeems to me, of all 
the _—_ to have come neareft the Ancient in 
Satire, nat excepting aur BoI LEH AU; for though be. 
be very correct, and, has ſpared no.Pains to dreſs the. 
Satires of Ho R Act in good French, yet it ſmells too · 
much of the Lamp: Whereas, when any Thought of, 
Honk Ack, JUVENAL, PRuslus, or BO1lLE Au, oc- 
curs in my Lord's Verſes, it is plainly his own,. with- 
out any Marks of borrowing it. from any other, the: 
Spirit and Eaſineſs of the Whole being of: a Piece. 


is looſer. Songs, and Pieces, too obſcene ſor the La- 


dies Eyes, having their peculiar Beauties, and are in - 
deed too dangerous to peruſe ; for what would have 
rendered them nauſcous, ifthey had been written by a. 


Genius. | 


Try 
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Genius leſs powerful, in him alarms the Fancy, and 
rouzes the Blood and Appetite more than all the Me- 
dicaments of CLEROTATRA. There are two Books in 
Latin that ſeem to be written with my Lord's Spirit, 
Petronius Arbiter, and Meurfius's Dialogues, where? 
the Beauty of the Expreſſion, and the Strength of the 
Spirit and Fancy, have given a Sort of Merit to Lewd- 
neſs, which no other Writers could ever obtain. 
As for his Lordſhip's Temper, it was various, as it 
was more or leſs inſpired with Wine. He was an excel- 
lent Mimic ; and in all his frolicſome Diſguiſes, he. 
ſo truly perſonated the Thing he would: ſeem, that his 
moſt intimate *. could not diſcover the 
Impoſture. The Pleaſure he gave in his Convet ſation, 
was a Snare to him; for his Mirth increaſicg with his 
Liquor, many Perſons of Quality, his Friends, pro - 
moted the Glaſs, to his Detriment, for their own 
Satisfaction. It is certain, that in his natural.Temper, . 
when ſober, he was a good-natured' Man, and had 
not that Allay of Malice, which in many Things.he- 
diſcovered, when heated by a Debauch. He had a: 
particular Piqde to Mr. Da V DEN, after his mighty 
Succeſs in the Ton; either, becauſe he was ſenkble ; 
that he deſerved not that Applauſe for his Tragediet, 
which the mad unthinking Audience gave them, 
(which Corruptneſs of Taſte was afterwards ſome what 
corrected by the Duke of BUcKINGHA M's Rehear-; 
ſal,) or whether it was out of Indignation at being. 
rivalled in Reputation, either as a Poet in general, 
or a Satiriſt in particular ; Satire, indeed, being one 
of the chief Excellencies of Mr. DR VDR N, as well as 
of my Lord RocugstER. The Effect of this was 
diſcovered, by his Lordſhip's ſetting up Mr. CRown-. 
in Oppoſition to Mr. DRYDEN.' He recommended 
him to the King, W bim to compoſe a We, * 
hs 3 e er 


5 41 8 5 $254 117 4 2: TI 
* It war intitled, C'ALISTO; Or, The Chitd® 
Nymph... Performed in the Year 1675. 


- 
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of. Mode; Or, Sir Foppling Flutter A Comedy. 
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for the Court, when it was the Buſineſs of the Poets. 
Eaureat. But when Mr. CRown's Deftruftion of 


 Feruſalem * had met with as wild and unaccountable- 


Succeſs as Mr. Da Yypen's Congueft of Grenada, his- 
Lordſhip withdrew his Favours, às if he would be 
fill-in Contradiction to the Town ; and, in that, per- 
haps, he was- generally in the Right; for of all Au- 
diences, in polite Nations, perhaps there is not one 
that judges ſo very falſely of the Drama; as the Eng- 
liſh, unleſs it be the Spaniards, who ſeem to have 
much the ſame wild, injudicious Taſte. This: the in-- 
comparable CERVENTES has ſhewn in his inimitable 
Box QUuixoTE, My Lord was generally tickle in 
his Amcurs, and made no great Scruple of his- Oaths- 
of Fidelity, Sir GkoxGE ETwtREGE wrote 
DoRIMANTY in Compliment to him, as drawing his 
Lordſhip's Character, and: burniſhing all the Foibles- 
of it, to make them ſhine like Perfections. 

To conclude, his Lordſhip was a Man of Wit and- 
Pleaſure, and ſpared nothing that would increaſe the 
one, or promote the other.. | 

Tnus, Madam, 1 have complied. with your 
GRACE 's Defire; and if I have not given you di- 
verting Relations- enough of- his Lordſhip, you muſt - 
impute it to the Limits of. a Letter, to which I was: 
confined ; but I am ready at any Time to write all 1 
know, or that can with ncy be cenveyed to your 


'Gz ACE's View, I am, Madam, 


Your GRACE'S 
Met Obddient;, 
Humble Servant, 
EVREMOND:. 
® 167 7. | : 
+ Doz1MANT is the fine Gentleman in The Man: 
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By Ar WorsLEV, in the Preface to Vaken- 
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HE RE has notelived in many Ages, if ever, 
ſo extraordinary, and, I think 1 may add, ſo- 
uſeful a Perſon,. as moſt Engliſhmen know my Lord 
Rechefter to have been; whether we confider the 
conftant good Senſe, and. the agreeable Mirth of bis 
ordinary Converſation,. or the vaſt Reach and Com- 
paſs of his Invention, and.the. wonderful Depth of his 

. retired Thoughts; the uncommon Graces of his Fa- 
fhion, or the inimitable. Turns of his Wit; the be- 
coming Genteelneſs, the bewitching Softneſs of his 
Civility, or the Force and Fitneſs of. his Satire ;. 
for, as he was both the Delight and Wonder of Men, 
the Love. and the Dotage of Women, fo was he a con- 
tinual Curb to Impertinence, and the public Cenſor of 
Folly. Never did. Man.ftay in his Company un-en+ 
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tertained, or leave it un- inſtructed; never was his 
Underſtanding biaſſed, or his Pleaſantneſs forced; 
never did he laugh in the wrong Place, or proftitute 
his Senſe to ſerve his Luxury; never did he ſtab into 
the Wounds of fallen Virtue, with a baſe and cowardly 
Inſult, or ſmooth the Face of proſperous Villainy with 
the Paint and Waſhes of a mercenary Wit ; never did 
he ſpare a Fop for being Rich, or flatter a Knave for 
being Great. As moſt Men had an Ambition (think- 
ing it an indiſputable Title to Wit) to be in the Num- 


ber of his Friends, ſo few were his Enemies, but ſuch 


as did not know him, or ſuch as hated him for what 
others loved him ; and never did he go among Stran- 
gers, but he gained Admirers, if not Eriends; and 
commonly of ſuch, who had been before prejudiced 
againſt him. Never was his Talk thought too much, 
or his Viſit too long.; Enjoyment did but increaſe Ap- 

etite; and the more Men had of his i the 


s willing they were to part with it. e had a 


Wit that could make even his Spleen and ill Humour 
leaſant to his Friends, and the public chiding of his 
ervants, which would have heen ill Breeding, and 

intolerable in any other Man, became not only civil 

and inoffenſive, but agreeable and entertaining in 
him. A Wit that could pleaſe the moſt moroſe, per- 
fuade the moſt obſtinate, and ſoften the moſt obdurate ; 


a Wit, whoſe Edge could eaſe by cutting and: Ee 
Point could tickle while it probed : A Wit that uſed 


to nip in the very Bud, the Fopperies of the Times, 
and keep down thoſe Weeds and Suckers of Humanity 


nor was it an Enemy to ſuch only as are troubleſome” 


to Men of Senſe in Converſation, but to thoſe alſo of a 


far worſe Nature, that are deſtructive of public Good, 


and-pernicious to the common Intereft of Mankind. 

Hx had a Wit that was accompanied with an unaf- 
fected Greatneſs of Mind, and a natural Love to Juſ- 
tice and Truth; a Wit that was in -perpetual W 
. 1 | wit 


Pe, 
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with Knavery, and ever attacking thoſe kind of Vices 
moſt, whoſe Malignity was Iike w be moſt diffuſive ; 
ſuch as tended more immediately to the Prejudice of 
public Bodies, and were a common Nuiſance to the 
Happineſs of human Kind. Never was his Pen 
drawn but on the Side of 7 Senſe, and ufually em- 
ployed, like the Arms of the ancient Heroes, to ſtop 
the Progreſs of arbitrary Oppreſſion, to beat down the. 
Bruteiſhneſs of ſtrong Will, and to do his King and 
Country Juſtice upon fuch public. tate-Tlievet, as 
would beggar a Kingdom to enrich themſelves. Tbeſe. 
were the Vermin whom (to his eternal Honour) his. 
Pen was continually pricking and goading ; a Pen,, 
if not ſo happy in the Succeſs, yet as generous in the 
Aim, as either the Sword of TxE$1vs, or the Club. 
of HER Gt'LES.; non was it lefs ſharp than That, or 
tefs weighty than This, If be did not take ſo much 
Care of bimſelf as he ought, he had the Humanity, 
however, to wiſh well to. others; and 1 think I may. 
truly affirm, he did the World as much Good, by a. 
right Application of Satire, as he hurt himſelf by a. 
wrong Purſuit of Fleaſure. 

IM usr not here forget, that a conſidetable Time 
before his laſt Sickneſs, his Wit began to take a more 
ſerious Bent, and to frame and faſhion ii ſelf to pub- 
lic Buſineſs, He began to inform himſelf of the Wiſ- 
dom of our Laws, and the excellłnt Conſtitution ok 
the Engliſh Government, and to ſpeak in the Houſe of 
Peer: with general Approbation. He was inquititive 
after all. kind of Hiſtories that concerned England, 
both ancient and modern, and ſet himſelf to read the 
2 of Parliament Procegdings.. In Effect, he 
eemed to ſtudy. nothing more, x which Way to . 
make the great Underſtanding God had given bim, 
moſt uſeful to his Country; and I am confident, had. 
be lived, his riper Age would have ſerved it, as much. 
36 his Youth had diverted it. Add to this, the Gene- 
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2 of his Temper, and the Affability of his good 
| Senſe; the Willingneſs he fiill ſhewed to raiſe the, 
=_ Oppreſſed, and the Pleaſure he took to humble the 
Proud; the confiant Readineſs of his Parts, and that 
eat Preſence of Mind, which never let him want a 
t and pertinent Anſwer to the moſt ſudden and un- 
expected Queſtion; a Talent as uſeful as it is rare. 
The admirable Skill he was Maſter of, to countermine 
the Plots of his Enemies, and break through the Traps 
| that were laid for him; to work himſelf out of the 
1 Entanglement of unlucky Accidents, and repair the 
4 Indiſcretions of his Youth, by the Quickneſs and Fine-, 
= . neſs of his Wit; the ſtrange Facility he had to talk to 
all Capaciti-s in their own Dialect, and make him - 
ſelf good Company to all kind of People at all 
Times; ſo that if we would find a Soul to reſemble' 
that beautiful Portraiture of Man, with which Lu cRE. 
11 us (according to his ſublime Manner of Deſcrip- 
tion) compliments his Friend Mx MMIUSs, when he 
ſays that VEnvs the Goddeſs of Beauty, and ſecond 
Cauſe of all Things, had formed him to excel (and 
that upon all Occaſions) in every neceffary Grace and 
Virtue; I ſay, if we would juſtify this charming Pic- 
ture, and clear it from Flattery, even to human Na- 
ture, we muſt ſet it by my Lord RocygsTER. 
Of him it may be truly ſaid, in the fulleſt Senſe of the 
Words, | 


— — 


— Aue m tu, Dea, Tempore in omni, 
Omnibus ornatum veluifti excellere Rebus. 


Waar laſt and moſt of all deſerves Admiration 
in my Lord, was his PoxzTRY, which alone is 
Subject enough for perpetual Panegyric. But the 
Character of it is ſo generally known ;. it has ſo emi- 
nently diftinguiſhed itſelf from that of other Men, by 
a thouſand irreviftable Beauties, every Body is ſo well 

„ acquaint- 
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acquainted with it, by the Effect it has had upon them; 


that to trace and fingle out the ſeveral Graces, may 
ſeem a Taſk 8 as to deſcribe to a Lover 
the Lines and Features of his Miſtreſs's Face. It is 
ſufficient to obſerve, that his Poetry, like himfelf, was 
all Original; and has a Stamp ſo particular, fo unlike 
any Thing that has been wrote before, that as it dif- 
dained alk fervile Imitation, and copying from others, 
ſo neither is it capable (in my Opinion) of being co- 
pied, any more than the er of his' Diſcourſe 
could be copied ; the Excellencies are too many and 
too maſterly. Oa the other Side, the Faults are few, 
and thoſe inconfiderable : Their Eyes muſt be better 
than ordinary, who can ſee the minute 3 with 
which ſo bright a Jewel is ſtained, or rather ſet o 

thoſe it has, are of a kind which HoR ACE ſays, can 
never offend— 


w— Dua aut incuria fudit ; 
Aut humana parum cavit Natura. 


Such little Negligencer as Humanity cannot be exe 


| from, and ſuch as perhaps were neceſſary to make his 


Lines run natural and eaſy; for as nothing is more 
diſapgreeable, either in Verſe or Proſe, than a ſlovenly 
Looſeneſs of Stile, ſo, on the other Hand, too nice a 
Cortectneſs will be apt to deaden the Life, and make 
the Piece too ſtiff. . theſe two Extreams, is 
the juſt Character of my Lord RocaxsTtmzr's Poetry 
to be found; it has every where a Tincture of that 
unaccountable Charm in his Faſhion and Converſation, 
that peculiar Becomingneſs in all he ſaid or did, that 
drew the Eyes and won the Hearts of all who came 

near him. ; | 
To conclude. The Applauſe of his Wit was fo 
univerſal, and the Manner ſo'agreeable, none ever 
diſliked it, but thoſe who feared it ; none ever decricd 

it, but thoſe who envied it, CONST 

| A CHA. 
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Earl of RocunsSTER. 


1. 


K 


By Mr. Woop, in lis Athen. Oxon. | 


Tk was a Perſon of moſt rare Parts; and his 
natural Talents were excellent, much-improved 

by Learning and Induftry, being thoroughly acquaint- 
ed with all Claſſic Authors both-Greek and Latin; a 


Thing very rare, if not peculiar to him, among thoſe 


of his Quality. He knew alſo how to uſe them; not 
as other Poets have done, to tranſlate or ſteal from, 
but rather to better and improve them by his natural 
Fancy. But the eager Tendency and violent Impulſes 
of his natural Temper, unhappily inclining him to the 
Exceſſes of Pleaſure and Mirth, which, with the won - 
derful Pleaſantneſs of his inimitable Humour, did ſe 
far engage the Affections of the Diſſolute towards him, 
that, to make him delightfully venturous and frolic- 


ſome, to the utmoſt Degrees of riotous Extravagancy, 


they for ſome Years, heightened his Spirits (inflamed 
with Wine) into one almoſt uninterrupted Fit of 
Wantonneſs and Intemperance. » 

AN- 
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ANDREW MARVELL, who was a good Judge of 
Wit, did uſe to ſay, That RocuksTRR was the only 
Man in England that had the true Vein of Satire, At 
length, after a ſhort, but pleaſant Life, this noble and 
beautiful Earl paid his laſt Debt to Nature, on the 
26th of July, 1680, and was buried the 17th of Au- 

4%, in a Vault under the North Ayle joining to 
$oelfbur Church, in Oxfordfhire, by the Body of his 
Father HENRY, the Generous, Loyal, and Valiant 
Earl of RocnuEsTER. 

He left behind him a Son named CM ARTES, whe 
dying upon the 12th of November, was buried by his 
Father, on the 7th of December following. He alfo 
left behind him three Daughters, named AN NE, EL1- 
ZABETH, and MALET ; fo that the Male Line ceaſ- 
ing, his Majeſty King Ca AaKLEs II. conferred the 
Title of RocnksTrER on LAURENCE,. Viſcount 
K1LLINGWORTH, a younger Son of Epwarn 
Earl of CHAR EN DOR. K Uu 
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By the Rev. Mr. Pa RsONs, in the Sermon be 
preached at his Lordſhip's Funeral, 


HH; Quality I ſhall take no Notice of, there be- 
ing ſo much of what was excellent and extraor- 
dinary in this great Perſon, that I have.no Room for 
any Thing that is common to him with others. 

Vol I. C A WIr 
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A Wir he had, ſo rare and fruitful in its Inven- 
tion, and withal ſo choice and delicate in its Judge- 
ment, that there is nothing wanting in his Compoſures 
to give a full Anſwer to that Queſtion, Nhat and 
where Wit is? except the Purity and Choice of Subject. 
Whoever reads his Compoſures, will find all Things 
in them ſo peculiarly great, new, and excellent, that 
he-will eafily pronounce, That tho' he has lent to many 
others, yet he has borrowed of none; and that he 
has been as far from a ſordid Imitation of thoſe before 
him, as he will be from being reached by thoſe that 
follow him. 2 
Ix his other Perſonal Accompliſhments, in the 
Perfections of a Gentleman, for the Court or the Coun- 

„ he was known by all Men to be a very great 

r. He declared, t that abſurd and fooliſh 
Philoſophy, which the World ſo much admired, pro- 
Pagated by the late Mr. HoBzes, and others, had an- 
done him, and many more, of the beft Parts in the 
Nation. | 
Fon the Breafts of his Mother, the Univerſity, 
he firſt ſucked thoſe Perfections of Wit, Eloquence, 
and Poetry, which afterwards, by his own . corrupt 
Stomach, or ſome ill Juices after, were turned into 
Poiſon, to himſelf and others; which certainly can 
be no more a Blemiſh to thoſe illuſtrious Seminaries of 
Piety and good Learning, than a diſobedient Child is 
to a wiſe and virtuous Father, or the Fall of Man to 
the Excellency of Paradiſe, N 
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By Dr. Bunx Ex, in ſome Paſſages of his Life 
| and Death, &c. 
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HIS noble Lord appeared at Court with as great 
Advantages as moſt ever had. He was a grace- 
ful and well-ſhaped Perſon, tall and well-made, if not 
a little too ſlender : He was exactly well-bred, and, 
what by a modeft Behaviour natural to him, what by a 
Civility become almoſt as natural, his Converſation 
was eaſy and obligin | 
He had a ſtrong Vivacity of Thought, and Vigour 
of Expreſſion : His Wit had a Subtihy and Sublimity 
both, that were ſcarce imitable. His Style was clear 
and ftrong: When he uſed Figures, they. were very 
lively, and yet far enough out of the common Road. 
He made himſelf Maſter of the ancient and modern 
Wit, and of the modern French and Halian, as well 
as the Engliſh He loved to talk and. write of Spe- 
culative _—. and did it with ſo fine. a Thread, 
that even thoſe who hated the Subjects that his Fancy 
ran upon, yet could not but be charmed: with bis Way» 
of treating of them. Bo IIA u, among the French, and 
CowLEyY among the Engliſh. Wits, were thoſe he "ix 
C 2 mired: 


SIA 


- 
p - -—2) 
— —— — — Pc — — 
— _ _— — 


— 2 


3 * _ 
— N — 2 Ack 
4 — — — * 
: 


22 »§— * 


- = *Y SY 
> n — ws T-—w&g oe per ng m——_— Re 2 — * 
, „ 
ry 


28 CHARACTERS, Oc. 


mired moft. Sometimes other Mens Thoughts mixed 
with his Compoſures ; but that flowed rather from the 
Impreſſions > wi made on him when he read them, 
by which they came to return upon him as his own 
Thoughts, than that he ſervilely copied from any; 
for few Men ever had a bolder Height of Fancy, 
more fteadily governed by Judgment, than he had, 
No Wonder a young Man ſo made, and ſo improved, 
was very acceptable in a Court, | 

Hx laid out his Wit very freely in Libel: and Sa- 
tires, in which he had a peculiar Talent of mixing his 
Wit with his Malice, and fitting both with ſuch apt 
Words, that Men were tempted to be pleaſed with 
them. From thence his Compoeſures became to be 
eafily known; for few had ſuch a Way of tempering 


| theſe together as he had: So that when any Thing ex- 


traordinary that Way, came out, as a Child is fathered 
ſometimes by its Reſemblance, ſo was it laid at his 
Door, as its Parent and Author. 

H would often go into the Country, and be for 
ſome Time wholly employed in Study, or the Sallies 
of his Wit, which he came to direct chiefly to Satire. 
And this he often defended to me, by ſaying, ** There 
«« were ſome People that could not be kef't in Order, or 
„% adminifhed, but in this May.“ 

Fo x his other Studies, they were divided between 
the comical and witty Writings of the Ancients and 
Moderns, the Roman Authors, and Books of Phyfic, 
which the 111 State of Health he was fallen into, made 
more neceſſary to himſelf. 

Ix his latter Years, he read Books of Hiſtory more. 
He took Pleaſure to diſguiſe himſelf as a Porter, or 
a Beggar; ſometimes to follow ſome mean Amours, 
which, for the Variety of them, he affected: Ar 
other Times, merely for Diverfion, he would go about 
in odd Shapes, in which he acted his Part ſo naturally, 
that even thoſe who were in the Secret, and ſaw = o 
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theſe Shapes, could perceive nothing by which. he 
might be diſcovered, 
& died in the 33d Year of his Age. Nature had 


fitted him for great Things, and his Knowledge and 


Obſervation qualified him to have. been one of the 
moſt extraordinary Men, not only of this Nation, 
but of the Age he lived in. And I do verily believe, 
that if God had thought fit to have continued him 
longer in the World, he had been the Wonder and 
Delight of all that knew him. | 


The following is a true Copy of 1½7 Lerdſbip': 
SPE RCH, when. he 1 up for an Italian Mounte- 
hank on Tower Hi 
ALEXANDER BENDO.. 
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To all Gentlemen, Ladies, and Others, whether 
of City, Town, or Country, ALEXANDER 
BEN DO wiſheth all Health and Proſperity... 


(and were the Endeavours of its worthy Inha-- 
bitants equal to their: Power, Merit, and Virtue, I. 
ſhould:norfiick to denounce it, in a ſhort Time, the 
Metropolit of the whole World';) Whereas, I ſay, this: 
City (as moſt great ones are) has ever been infeſted: 


with a numerous Company of ſuch, . whoſe: arrogant 


Confidence, backed with 15 7 * enabled: 
them, to impoſe upon the People, either by premidi- 
bead, or, beſt the Ipable, 7 cmpen 
Miſtakes of their felf-Geloded Imaginations in Phyſic,, 
Chymical and Galenie ;. in Aſtronomy, FPhyſſognomy, 
Paſmeſtry, and even in Government: idelf, the laſt of 
which, 1 will not e to diſcourſe of, or meddle 
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at all in, fince it no ways belongs to my Trade or Vo- 
cation, as the reſt do; which, (Thanks to my God) I 
find much more ſafe, I think, equally honeſt, and 
therefore more profitable. | 
Bur as to all the former, they have been ſo erro- 
neouſly practiſed by many unlearned Wretches, whom 
Poverty and Needineſs, for the moſt Part, (if not the 
reſtleſs Itch of deceiving) has forced to ſtraggle and 
wander in unknown Paths, that even the Profeſſions 
themſelves, tho' originally the Products of the moſt 
learned and wiſe Mens laborious Studies and Expe- 
rience, and by them left a wealthy and glorious Inhe- 
ritance for Ages to come, ſeem, by this Baſtard Race 
of Quacks and Cheats, to have been run out of all 
Wiſdom, Learning, Perſpicuouſneſs and Truth, with 
which they were 2 plentifully ſtocked; and now run 
Into a Repute of mere Miſts, Imaginations, Errors 
and Deceits, ſuch as, in the Management of theſe idle 
Profeſſors, indeed they were. 
You will therefore, (I hope) Gentlemen, La- 
dies, and Others, deem it but juſt, that I, who for ſome 
Years have with all Faithfulneſs and Aſſiduity court- 
ed theſe Arts, and received ſuch fignal Favours from 
them, that they have admitted me to the happy and 
full Enjoyment of themſelves, and truſted me with 
- their greateſt Secrets, ſhould, with an Earneftneſs and 
Concern more than ordinary, take their. Parts againſt 
thoſe impudent Fops, whoſe ſaucy, impertinent Ad- 
dreſſes and Pretenſions, have brought ſuch a Scandal 
_ their moſt immaculate Honours and Reputa- 
ions. 5 
BESI ůBRESs, 1 hope you will not think I could be 
ſo impudent, that if I had intended any ſuch foul 
Play myſelf, 1 would have given you ſo fair Warning, 
my ſevere Obſervations upon others. Qui alterum 
| Sos Probri, ipſum ſe intueri oportet, ſays Plau- 
tui. However, Gentlemen, in a World like ra 
| W 


* e r 


FEET 


Alexander Bendo's Speech. 31 


where Virtue is ſo exactly counterfeited, and Hypo- 
criſy ſo generally taken Notice of, that every one 
(armed with Suſpicion) ſtands upon his Guard againſt 


it, it will be hard for a Stranger eſpecially, to eſcape 


Cenſure. All I ſhall ſay for myſelf on this Score, is 
this: If I appear to any one like @ Counterfeit, even 
for the Sake of that, chiefly, I ought to be conftrued 
a true Man. Whois the Counterfcit's Example ? His 
Original; and that, which he employs his Induſtry 
and Pains to imitate and copy. Is it therefore my 
Fault, If the Cheat, by his Wits and Endeavours, 
makes himſelf ſo like me, that conſequently I cannot 
avoid reſembling him ? Confider, pray, the Valiant, 
and the Coward ; the wealthy Merchant, and the 
Bankrupt ; the Politician and the Fool ; they are the 
ſame in many Things, and differ but in one alone. 
Tas valiant Man holds up his Head, looks confi- 
dently round about him, wears a Sword, courts a 
Lord's Wife, and owns it ; ſo does the Coward : One 
Point of Honour only excepted, and that is Courage, 
which (like falſe Metal) one only Trial can diſcover, 
makes the Diſtinction. | 
Tux gow walks the Exchange, buys Bargains, 
draws Bills, and accepts them with the Richeſt, whilſt 
Paper and Credit are the current Coin: That which 
makes the Difference is ready Caſh ; a great Defect 
indeed, and yet but one, and that, the laſt found out, 
and ſtill, till then, the leaſt perceived, 
Now for the Politician, he is a grave, deliberating, 
cloſe, pryiog Man': Pray, are they not grave, delibe- 
rating, cloſe, prying Fools ? ö | 
Ir then the Difference betwixt all theſe (tho' infi- 


nite in Effect) be ſo nice in all Appearance, will you 
expect it ſhould be otherwiſe betwixt the falſe Phyfi- 
cian, Aftrologers, &c. and the true? The firſt calls 
himſelf learned Doctor, ſends forth his Bills, gives 
Phykc and Counſel, tells and foretells; the other is 


bound 
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bound to do juſt as much: It is only Foun Experience 
muſt diſtinguiſh betwixt them; to which I willingly - 
ſubmit myſelf, Iwill only ſay ſomething to the Ho- 
nour of the MOoUNTEBANK, in caſe you diſcover 
me to be one. 
REFLECT a little what kind of Creature it is: He 
is one then, who is fain to ſupply ſome higher Abi- 
lity he pretends to, with Craft; he draws great Com- 
panies to him, by undertaking ſtrange Things, which 
can never be effected. The Politician, (by his Exam- 
ple, no Doubt) tinding how the People are taken with 
ſpecious miraculous Impoſhbilities, plays the ſame 
- 96 ; proteſts, declares, promiſes I know not what 
Things, which he is ſure can never be brought about. 
The People believe, are deluded, and pleaſed ; the 
Expectation of a future Good, which ſhall never be- 
fal them, draws their Eyes off a preſent Evil. Thus 
are they kept and eſtabliſhed in Subjection, Peace, and 
Obedience; he in Greatneſs, Wealth, and Power. 
So you ſee the Politician is, and muſt be a Mountebank 
in State-Aﬀairs ; and the Meuntebank, no doubt, if 
he thrives, is an errant Politician in Phyfic, But that I 
may not prove too tedious, I will proceed faithfully 
to inform you, what are the Things in which I pretend 
chiefly, at this Time to ſerve my Country. 
FiksT, I will (by the. Leave of God) perfectly cure 
that Lubes Britannica, or Grand Engliſh Diſeaſe, the 
Scurvey ; and that with ſuch Eaſe to my Patient, that 
he ſhall not be - ſenſible of the leaſt Inconvenience, 
whilſt J fteal bis Diſtemper from him. I know there 
are many, who treat this Diſeaſe-with Mercury, An: 
timeny, Spirits, and Salt; ; being dangerous Reme - 
dies, in which, I ſhall meddle very little, and with 
eat Caution ; but by more ſecure, gentle, and leſs 
fallible Medicines, together with the Obſervation of 
ſame few Rules in Diet, perfectly cure the Patient, 


baving freed him from all the Symptoms, as . 
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of the Teeth, Scorbutic Spots, Want of Appetite, 
Pains, and Laſcitude in the Limbs and Joints, eſpeci- 
ally the Legs. And to ſay true, there are few Dif- 
tempers in this Nation that are not, or at leaſt proceed 
not originally from the Scurvey ; which were it well 
rooted out, (as I make no Queſtion to do it from all 
thoſe who ſhall come into my Hands) there would not 
be ſo many Gouts, Aches, Dropſies and Conſumptions 
nay, even thoſe thick and flimy Humours, which ge- 
nerate Stones in the Kidneys and Bladder, are for the 
moſt Part Offsprings of the Scurvey. It would prove 
tedious to ſet down all its malignant Race; but thoſe 
who addreſs themſelves here, ſhall be fill iuformed by 
me, of the Nature of their Diſtempers, and the Grounds 
I proceed upon to their Cure: So will all reaſonable 
People be ſatisfied that I treat them with Care, Ho- 
neſty, and Underſtanding; for 1 am not of their 
Opinion, who endeavour © to render their Vocations 
rather myfterious than uſeful and fatisfattory. 

I wiLL not here make a Catalogue of Diſeaſes 
and Diſtempers; it behoves a Phyfician, I am ſure, to 
underſtand them all; but if any one come to me, (as 
I think there are very few that have eſcaped my Prac- 
tice) I ſhall not be aſhamed to own to my Patient 
where I find myſelf to ſeek ; and, at leaft, he ſball be 
ſecure with me from having Experiments tried upon 
him ; a Privilege he can never hope to enjoy, either 
in the Hands of the grand Doctors of the Court 
and Town, or in thoſe of the leſſer Quacks and 
Mountebanks, | «4 

Ir is thought fit that I aſſure you of great Secrecy, 
as well as Care, in Diſeaſes, where it is requiſite 3 
whether Venereal, or others; as ſome peculiar to 
Women, the Green-Sickneſs, Weakneſſes, lnflamma- 
tions, or Obſtructions in the Stomach, Reins, Liver, 
Spleen, &c. for I would put no Word in my Bill, that 


bears any unclean Sound: It is enough that 1 make 
x my ſelf 
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myſelf underſtood. I have ſeen Phyticians Bills as 
bawdy as Aretine's Dialogues, which no Man, that 
walks warily before God, can approve of; but I cure 
-all Suffocations in thoſe Parts, producing Fits of the 
Mother, Convulfions, nocturnal Inquietudes, and other 
ffrange Accidents, not fit to be ſet down here; per- 
fuading young Women very often, that their Hearts 
are ready to break for Love, when, God knows, the 
Diftemper lies far enough from that Place. 

I HAVE likewiſe got the Knowledge of a great Se- 
cret, to cure Barrenneſs, (proceeding from any Acci- 
dental Cauſe, as it often falls out, and no natural De- 
fet ; for Nature is eaſily aſſiſted, difficultly reſtored, 
but impoſſible to be made more perfect by Man, than 
God himſelf had at firſt created and beſtowed it) 
which I have made Uſe of for many Years with great 
$uccels, eſpecially this laſt Year, wherein I have cured 
ene Woman that had been married twenty Years, and 
two Women that had been three Times married; as 1 
can make it appear by the Teſtimonies of ſeveral 
Perſons, in London, Weftminfler, and other Places 
thereabouts. The Medicines 1 . uſe, cleanſe and 
ſtrengthen the Womb, and are all to be taken in the 
Space of ſeven Days. And becauſe I do not intend 
to deceive any Perſon, upon Diſcourſe with them, I 
will tell them whether 1 am likely to do them an 
Good. My uſual Contract is, to receive one Half of 
what is agreed upon, when the Party ſhall be quick 
= Child, the other Half when ſhe is brought to 
_ CUREs of this Kind I have done fignal and many; 
for the which, I doubt not, but I have the hearty 
Prayers of many Families, who bad elſe pined out 
their Days under the deplorable, and reproachful Miſ- 
fortunes of barren Wombs, leaving plentiful Eftates 
to be inherited by Strangers, * 
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As to Affrological Predictiont, Phyfognomy, Divi- 
nation by Dreams, and otherwiſe, (Palmeſtry I have 
no Faith in, becauſe there can be no Reaſon alledged 
for it) my own Experience has convinced me more of 
their confiderable Effects, and marvellous Operations, 
chiefly in the Directions of future Proceedings, to the 
avoiding of Dangers that threaten, and laying hold of 
Advanta that might offer themſelves; I ſay, my 
own Practice has convinced me, more than all the ſage 
and wiſe Writings extant, of thoſe Matters; for 1 
might ſay this of myſelf, (did it not look like Often- 
tation) that I have very ſeldom failed in my Predic: 
tions, and often been very ſerviceable in my Advice. 
How far I am capable in this Way, I am ſure is not 
fit to be delivered in Print: Thoſe who have no Opi- 
nion of the Truth of this Art, will not, I ſuppoſe, 
come to me about it ; ſuch as have, I make no Queſtion 
of giving them ample Satisfaction. 

Nox will I be aſhamed to ſet down here my Will- 
ingneſs to practiſe Rare-Sezcrets, (tho ſomewhat col- 
lateral to my Profeſſion) for the Help, Converſation, 
and Augmentation of Beauty and Comelineſt; a 
Thing created at firſt my God, ' chiefly for the Glory 
of his own Name, and then for the better Eftabliſk- 
ment of mutual Love between Man and Woman : 
for when God had beſtowed on Man the Power of 
Strength and Wiſdom, and thereby rendered Woman 
liable to the Subjection of his abſolute Will, it ſeemed 


but requiſite that ſhe ſhould be endued likewiſe, in 


Recompence, with ſome Quality that might beget in 
him Admiration of her, and ſo enforce his Tenderneſs 
and Love, 

Tas Knowledge of theſe Secrets, I gathered in my 
Travels abroad (here I have ſpent my Time ever fince 
I was fifteen Years old, to this my nine and twentieth 
Year) in France and Italy. Thoſe that have travelled 
in Italy, will tell you to what a Miracle Art does there 


aſſiſt 
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aſſiſt Nature in the Preſervation of Beauty; how Wo- 
men of Forty bear the ſame Countenance with thoſe 


of Fifteen : Ages are no ways diſtinguiſhed by Faces; 


whereas here in England, look a Herſe in the Mouth, 
and a Wiman in the Face, * preſently know both 
their Ages to a Year. Iwill therefore give you fuch 
Remedies, that without deſtroying your Complexion, 
(as moſt of your Paints and Daubings do) ſhall render 
them purely fair ; clearing and preſerving them from 
all Spots, Freckles, Heats, Pimples, and Marks of the 
Small Pox, or any other accidental ones, ſo the Face 


be not ſeemed or ſcarred. | 
I wirr alfo cleznſe and preſerve your Teeth white 


and round as Pearls, faſtening them that are looſe : 
Your Gums ſhall be kept entire, as red as Coral ; your 


Lips of the ſame Colour, and ſoft as you could wiſh 


your lawful Kiſſes. 
I witL likewiſe adminiſter that which ſhall cure 


the worſt of Breaths, provided the Lungs be not to- 
tally periſhed and impoſthumated ; as alſo certain and 


infallible Remedies for thoſe whoſe Breaths are yet 


untainted ; ſo that nothing but either a very long 


- Sickneſs, or Old Age itſelf, ſhall ever be able to ſpoil 


them. | 
I wILL beſides (if it be defired) rake away from 


their Fatneſs who have over-muckh, and add Fleſh to 
thoſe that want it, without the leaſt Detriment to their 
Conſtitutions. 

Now ſhould Galen himſelf look out of his Grave, 
and tell me theſe were Baubles. below the Profeſſion of 
a Phyfician, I would boldly anſwer him, That I take 
more Glory in preſerving God's Image, in its unble- 
miſhed Beauty, upon one good Face, than I ſhould 
do in patching up all the decayed Carcafles in the 
World. | | | 

Ta+y that will do me the Favour to come to me, 


ſhall beſure, from Three of the Clock in the Ae 7 
| 9 
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till Eight at Night, (at my Lodgings in Tower - Hreet, 

next Door to the Sign of the Black Swan, at a Gold- 

ſmith's Hquſe) to find - 
| Their Humble Servant, 


ALEXANDER BENDO, 


P. S. In ſome Meaſure to illuſtrate his Lordſhip's 
Life, as well as his Works, we thought it would be 
neither improper, nor unacceptable to the Readers, 
to infert the Character of King CHARLESII, as it was 
moſt excellently drawn by the Right Honourable Joln 
Sheffield, late Duke of Buckinghamfhire. 
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Have pitched upon this Character of King 
1 Cu ARTEsõ II. not for his being a King, nor my 
having had the Honour to ſerve him: The firſt of 
theſe would be too vulgar a Confideration ; and the 
other, too particular. But I think it a Theme of great 
Variety; and whatever is wanting in the Writer, may, 
I hope, be recompenced in the Agreeableneſs of the 
Subject, which is ſometimes enough to recommend a 
Picture, tho' ill drawn; and to make a Face one likes, 
often looked on, than the beſt Piece of Raphael. 

Vol. I. D To 
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To begin then, according to Cuſtom, with his 


Religion, which (fince bis Death) hath made ſo much 


Noiſe in the World: I dare confidently affirm it 
to have been only that which is vulgarly, thqugh un- 
;Juſtly counted none ut all, | mean DEIs M. And this 
uncommon Opinion he owed more to the Livelineſs of 
his Parts, and Carelefineſs of his Temper, than either 
to Reading, or much Conſideration; for his Quickneſs 
of Apprehenſion, at firſt View, could diſcern through 


the ſeveral Cheats of pious Pretences; and his natural 


Lazineſs confirmed him in an equal Miftruſt of all, 
for fear he ſhould be troubled with examining which 
Was beſt. , 
Ir in his early Travels and late Defigns, he ſeem 
a little biaſſed to one Sort of Religion; the, firft is to 
be imputed to a certain Eafineſs of Temper, and a 
:Complaiſance for that Company he was then forced to 
keep; *and:the loft, was no. more than his being tired 
(which he ſoon was in any Difficulty) with thoſe bold 
Oppoſitions in Parliament; which made him almoſt 
throw himſelf into the Arms of a Roman Cathilic 
Party, ſo remarkable of late for their Loyalty; who 
.embraced him gladly, and'lull'd him N with thoſe 
inchanting Songs of Sovereignty and Prerogative, 
which the beſt and wiſeſt Princes are often unable to 


AN p though he engaged himſelf on that Side more 
Fully, at a Seaſon when it was in vain, and too late to 
:difſemble ; we ought leſs to wonder at it, than to con- 
ſider, that our very 4 are apt to grow, in Time, 
as partial as our Affections; and thus, by Accident 
only, he became of their Opinion in his Weakneſſes, 

whe had ſo much endeavoured always to contribute to 
his Power. | | 

HE loved Eaſe and Quiet, to which his unneceſſary 
Wars are ſo far from being a Contradiction, that they 


Ace rather a Proof of it, fince they were made only to 
| comply 
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comply with thoſe Perſons whoſe: Diſſati faction would 
have proved more uneaſy to one of his Flumour, than all 
that diſtant Noĩſe of Cannon » hich he would often liſten” 
to with a great deal of Tranquility. Befides, the great 
and almoſt only Pleaſure of Mind he ſeemed addicted 
to, was Shipping and Sea Affairs; which ſeemed to be 
ſo much his Talent for Knowledge, as well as Inclis 
nation, that a War of that kind was rather an Enter- 
tainment, than any Difturbance to his 'Thoughtss _ 

Ir he did not go himſelf at the Head of fo magnifi- 
cent a Fleet, it is only to be imputed to that Eagerneſs 
of Military Glory in his Brother; which, under Shew- 
of a decent Care for preſerving the Royal Perſon from 
Danger, engtoſſed all that Sort of Honour to himſelf, 
with as much Jealouſy of any other's interpoſing in it, 
as a King of another Temper would have had of his. 
It is certain, no Prince was ever more fitted by Na- 
ture for his Country's Intereſt than be was, in all his 
Maritime Incl inations; which might have proved of 
ſufficient Advantage to this Nation, if he had been as 
careful of depreſſing all ſuch Improvements in France, 
as of advancing and encouraging our own ; but it 
ſeems he wanted Jealouſy in all his Inclinations, which 
leads us to conſider him in his Pleaſures. - 

In thefe he was rather abandoned, than luxurious; 
and, like our Female Libertines, apter to be perſuaded - 
into Debauches for the Satisfaction of others, than to 
ſeek, with Choice, where moſt to pleaſe himſelf! I am 
of Opinion alſo, that in his latter Times, there was as 
much of Lazineſs as of Love, in all thoſe Hours be 
paſſed among his Miſtreſſes; who after all, only 
ſerved to fill his Seragilo, while a bewitching kind of 
Pleaſure, called Sauntering, and talking . without any - 
Conſtraint, was the true Sultana QUEEN he delighted 
in. | | 
He was ſurely inclined to Juſtice; for nothing 
elſe would have retained _ ſo faſt in · the a ; 
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of a Brother, againſt a Son who was ſo fond of, and the 
Humour of a Party which he ſo much feared. I am 
willing alſo to impute to his Juſtice, whatever ſeems 
in ſome Meaſure, to contradict the general Opinion of 
his Clemency ; as his ſuffering always the Rigour of 
the Law to proceed, not only againſt all Highwaymen, 
but alſo ſeveral others, in whoſe Caſes, the Lawyers, 
according to their wonted Cuſtom, had fometimes uſed 
2 great deal of Hardſhip and Severity. 
H1s Underſtanding was quick and lively in little 
Things, and ſometimes would ſoar high enough in 
eat ones ; but unable to keep it up with any long 
ttention or Application. Witty in all Sorts of Con- 
verſation ; and telling a Story ſo well, that, not out of 
Flattery, but the Pleaſure of hearing it, we ſeemed ig- 
norant of what he had repeated to us ten Times 
racy as a good Comedy will dear the being often 
CEN, | 
Or a wonderful Mixture; loſing all his Time, and 
ſetting his whole Heart upon the Fair Sex, yet, net» 
ther angry with Rivals, nor in the leaſt nice as to their 
being beloved; and while he ſacrificed all his Caſh to 
his Miſtreſſes, he would uſe to grudge and be uneaſy 
at their loſing it again at Play, tho' never ſo neceſſar 
for their Diverſion ; nor would he venture five Pounds 
at Tennis with thoſe Servants, who might obtain as 
many Thouſands, either before he came thither, or as 
ſoon as he left off. Fn | 
FULL of Diſſimulation, and very adroit at it, yet 
no Man eafier to be impoſed on; for his great Dexte- 
rity was in couſening himſelf, by gaining a little ore 
Way, while he loſt ten times as much another; and 
by careſſing thoſe Perſons moſt, who had deluded him 
the ofteneſt ; and yet the quickeſt in the World at 
ſpying ſuch a Ridicule in another, | 
Es and good natured to all People in Trifles; 


but in great Affairs ſevere and inflexible: In one 
| Week's 
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Week's Abſence quite forgetting thoſe Servants, to 
whoſe Faces he could hardly deny any Thing. In the 
Midſt of all his Remiſſneſs, ſo induſtrious, and inde- - 


fatigable upon ſome particular Occafions, that no Man + 


would either toil longer, or be able to manage bet- - 


ter. | 
H was ſo liberal, as to ruin his Affairs by it; for 


' Want in a King of Ezgland, turns 1 upfide - 


down, and expoſes a Prince to his People's Mercy. It 
did yet worſe in him-; for it forced him alſo to depend 
on his Great Neighbour in France, who played the 
Broker with him ſufficiently in all thoſe Times of Ex- 

tremity. Yetthis Profuſeneſs of his, did not fo' much 

roceed from bis over-valuing thoſe he favoured, as + 
Loa his undervaluing any Sums of Money, which 
he did not ſee ; though he found his Error in this, but, 
I confeſs, a little of the lateſt. 

He had ſo natural an Averſion to all Formality, that: 
with as much Wit as moſt Men ever had, and as Ma- 
jeſt ic a Mein, yet he: could not, on Premeditation, act 
the Part of a KING for a Moment, either in Parlia- 
ment or in Council, either in Words or Gefture ;; ; 
which carried him into the other Extreme, (more in- 
convenient of the two for a Prince) of letting all Diſs 
tinftion and Ceremony fall ts the Ground, as uſelefs + 
and foppiſh:; . | 

H1s Temper, both of Body and Mind was admira-- 
ble; which made him an eaſy, generous Lover, a civit ! 
obliging Huſband, a friendly Brother, an indulgent + 
Father, and a good-natured Maſter. If che had been +» 
as ſolicitous about improving the Faculties of his > 
Mind, as he was in the Management of his botlily - 
Health, tho', alas! this proved unable to make his 
Life long, that had not ſailed to make it famous. . 

HE was an illuſtrious Exception-to: all the common 
Rules of Phyſiognomy; for, with 'a moſt-'Saterniney- , 
harſh Sort of Countenance, he was both. of a merry and i 
Diz , | merci 
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merciful Diſpoſition; and in the laſt thirty Years of 
his Life, as fortunate, as thoſe of his Father had been 
diſmal and tumultuous. If his Death had ſome Ap- 
pearance of being untimely, it may be partly imputed 
to his extreme healthy Conſtitution, which made the 
World as much ſurprized at his dying before Three- 
ſcore, as if nothing but an ill Accident could have 
killed him. 

I wouLD not fay any Thing on ſo ſad a Subject, if 
I did not think that Silence itſelf would in ſuch a 
Caſe fignify too much ; and therefore, as an impartial 
Writer, I am obliged to obſerve, that the mg knowing, 
and moſt deſerving of all his Phyſicians, did not 5 
believe him poiſoned, but thought Himſelf ſo too, not 
125 after, for having declared his Oſinion a little too 

ly. 

But here I muſt needs take Notice of an unuſual 
Piece of Juſtice, which yet all the World has almoft 

unanimouſly agreed in; I mean in not ſuſpecting his 
Succeſſor of the leaſt Connivance at ſo horrid a Villainy; 
and perhaps there is hardly a more remarkable Inſtance 
of that invincible Power of Truth and Innocence : For 


it is next to a Miracle, that ſo Unfortunate a Prince, 


in the Midſt of all thoſe Advantages he lies under, 
ſhould be yet cleared of this, even by his greateſt Ene- 
mies, notwithſtanding all thoſe Circumſtances that uſed 
to give a Suſpicion, and that extream Malice, which 


has of late attended him in all his other Actions. 
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By Mr. ELATMAN.. 


I. | 
S on his Death-bed gaſping STR EPHoN lay, 
STR FPO the Wonder of the Plains, 
The nobleſt of th Arcadian Swains, 
STR EPHON the Bold, the Witty, and the Gay: 
With many a Sigh, and many a lear, he ſaid, 
Remember me, ye 1 when I'm dead. 


Ye trifting Glories of this World, adieu! 
And vain Applauſes of the Age: 
For when we quit this earthly Stage, 

Believe me, Shepherds, for I tell you true, | 
Thoſe Pleaſures which from virtuous Deeds we have, 


Procure the ſweeteſt Slumhers in the Grave. 
| III. Then 


2 


44. Poems on the Death of the 


_ 

Then fince your fatal Hour muſt ſurely come, 
Surely your Heads lie low as mine, 
Your brig!:: Meridian Sun decline, 

Beſcech ine mighty PN to guard you Home: U 
If to EH] you would happy fly, H 
Live not like STRKEPHON,, but like STR EPHON die. A 
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EARL oF ROCHESTER: | 
1 By Mrs. BE HN. : 
Mo, mourn, ye Muſes all; your Loſs de- * 
1 i plore, 8 Thi 


The young, the noble'STREPHON is no more, 
Yes, yes, he's fled, quick as departing Light, | 
| And ne'er ſhall riſe from -Death's eternal Night: 


| So rick a Prize the Stygian Gods ne'er bore, | 

1 Such. Wit, ſuch Beauty, never grac'd their Shore: Br: 
He was but lent, this duller World “ improve, Bed 
In all the Charms of Poetry and Love: | Fi 
Both were his Gifts, which freely he beſtow'd, | gen 
And, like a God, dealt to the -wond'ring Crowd, . dee 

| Scorning the little Vanity of Fame, | . Toc 

t Spite of himfelf attained a glorious Name. | Ad 

| But, O! in vain was all his peeviſh Pride; All 

| The Sun as ſoon might his vaſt Luſtre hide, You 

- As piercing, pointed, and more laſting bright, 


As ſuff ring no V iciſſitudes of Night, * 
Mourn 
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Mourn, mourn, ye Muſes all; your Loſs deplore, 
The young, the noble STREPHON is no more. 


Now uninſpir' d, upon your Banks we lie, 
Unleſs when we would mourn his Elegy ; 
His Name's a Genius that wou'd Wit diſpenſe, 
And give the Theme a Soul, the Words a Senſe, | 
But ail tine Thoughts, that raviſh'd when he ſpoke, 
With the ſoft Youth, eternal Leave was took: . 
Uncommon Wit, that did the Soul o'ercome, + 
Is bury'd all in ST# EPnon's worſhipp'd Tomb. 
SATIRE has Joſt his Art, its Sting is gone, 
The Fop and Cully now may be undone ; 
That dear inſtructing Rage is now allay d, | 
And no ſharp Pen dare tell em how they've ſtray d: 
Bold as a God was ev'ry Laſh he took, | of 
But kind and gentle the chaftifing Stroke, 7 
Mourn, mourn, ye Youths, whom Fortune has be- 
tray d, 2 
The laſt Reproacher of your Vice is dead. 


Mou x, all ye Beauties; put your Cypreſs ons 
The trueſt Swain that e er adorn'd you's gone. 
Think == lov'd, and wrote, and figh'd, aud 
» 
Recal his Mien, his PaTon, and his Look: 
By what dear Arts, the Soul he did ſurprize, 
Soft as his Voice, and charming ashis Eyes; 
Bring Garlands, all, of never-dying Flow'rs,. 
Bedew'd with everlaſting falling Show'rs ; 
Fix your fair Eyes upon your victim'd:Slave,. 
Sent gay and young to-his untimely Grave.. 
See where the noble Swam extended lies, 
Too ſad a Triumph of our Victories; 
Adorn'd with all the Graces Heav'n e'er lent ;; g 


All that was great, ſoft, lovely, excellent, 
You've laid into. this early Monument. 
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-Mourn, mourn, ye Beauties; your ſad Loſs deplore, 
Ihe young, the charming STK EPHON is no more. * 


k Mou, all ye little Gods of Love, whoſe Darts 
Have loft their wonted Pow'r of piercing Hearts; 

Lay by the gilded Quiver and the Bow, 
Theſe uſeleſs Toys can do no Miichief now: 
Thoſe Eyes, that all your Arrows- Points inſpir' d, 

| Thofe Lights that gave you Fire, are now retir'd,. 

{| Cold as his Tomb, pale as your Mother's Doves, . 

: Bewail him then, O! all ye little Loves! 

For you, the humbleſt Votary have loſt, 

0 That ever your Divinities could boaft. 

4 Upon your Hands your weeping Heads recline, 

ly And let your Wings encompaſs round his Shrine; 


I Inftead of Fiow'rs, . your broken Arrows ſtrow, 
1 And at his Feet lay the neglected Bow. | 
W * Mourn, all ye little Gods, your Loſs deplore ; :. 


The ſoft, the charming STK ETHON is no more. 


LARGE was his Fame, but ſhort, his glorious Race; 
Like young LV cRET Us, liv'd and dy d apace: 
So early Roſes fade, ſo over all, 
5 They caſt their fragrant Scents, then ſoftly fall; 
. While all the ſcatter d perfum'd Leaves declare, 
|: How lovely 'twas when Whole; bow ſweet; how falt. 
ll. Had he been to the Roman Empire known, 
1 When great AUGUSTUS fill'd the peaceful Throne; 
Had he that noble wond'rous Poet ſcen, 
And known his Genius, and ſurvey'd his Mein, . 
(When Hits and Heres grac'd divine Abodes) 
He had increas'd the Number of their Gods ; 
The Royal Judge. had Femples rear'd t his Name, 
And made him as Immortal as his Fame. 
In Love and Verſe his Ov1p he'd outdone, 
And all his Laurels, and his JuLIi A won. 

Mourn, mourn, unhappy World, his Loſs deplore; 
Ihe great, the charming STREPHON is no more. 
On 


re; 
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By an unknown Hand, 


— 


| HAT Words, what Senſe, what Night - piece 
can expreſs f 

The World's Obſcurity, and Emptineſs? 

Since RocnRSTEA withdrew his vital Beams 

From the great Chaos, fam'd for high Extreams : 

The Hero's Talent, or the Good or III, 

Dull Mediocrity misjudging till. 

Seraphic Lord | whom. Heav'n for Wonders meant, 
The earlieſt Wit, and the moſt ſudden Saint. | 
What tho' the Vulgar may traduce thy Ways, 

And ſtrive to rob thee of thy Mortal Praiſe ! 

If, with thy Rival Solomon's Intent, 

Thou ſinn'd'ſt a little for Experiment; 

Or to maintain a Parodox, which none 

Had Wit to anſwer, but thyſelf alone : 

Thy Soul flew higher; that ſtrict ſacred Tie 

With thy Creator, Time was to deſcry. / 
Thus pregnant Prophets us'd uncommon Ways, | 
Play'd their wild Pranks, and made the Vulgar gaze, 
Till their great Meſſage came to be declar d, : 
They fin in Types, that fin ſo unprepar'd: 

An unexpected Change attracts all Eyes; 

They need muſt conquer, that can well ſurprize. 
Now, Lechers, whom the Pox could ne'er convert, 
Know where to fix a reſtleſs rambling Heart. 


Drunkards, 
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mag whoſe Souls, not their fick Maws, love 
rink, N | | 
Confound their Glaſſes, and begin to think, 
The Atheiſt now has nothing elſe to ſay ; 
His Arguments were lent for Sport, not Prey: 
Like Guns to Clowns, or Weapons to raſh ys, 
Reſum'd again for Miſchief or for Noiſe, 
The Spark cries out, now, e er he is aware, 
(Making an Oath a Prologue to a Pray'r) 
RoCcna«+sSTER ſaid, 'twas true! It muſt be ſo ! 
He had no Diſpenſation from below, 
Thy Dying Words (than thouſands of Harangues, 
Urg'd with Grimaces, fortify'd with Bangs 
On dreadful Pulpit) have made more recant, 
Than Plague, or War, or Penitential Want. 
A Declaration ſo well tim'd, has gain'd 
More Proſelites than e er thy Wildneſs feign'd : 
Mad Debauchees, whom thou didft but allure 
With pleaſant Baits, and tempt em to their Cure, 
Satan rejoicd to ſee thee take his Part, 
His Malice not ſo proſp'rous as thy Art: 
He took thee for his Pilot, to convey 
'Thoſe eaſy Souls he ſpirited away: 
But to his great Confuſion ſaw thee ſhift 
Thy ſwelling Sails, to take another Drift, 
With an illuſtrious Train, imputed his, 
To the bright Region of eternal Bliſs, 

So have I ſeen a prudent Gen ral“ act, | 
Whom Fate had forc'd with Rebels to contract 
A hated League, fight, vote, adhere, obey, 
Own the vile Cauſe as zealouſſy as They; 
Suppreſs the Loyal Side, and pull all down 
With unrefiſted Force, that propt the Crown : 
But when He found out the propitious Hour 
To quit his Maſk, and own his Prince's Pow'r ; 
Boldly aſſerted his great Sovereign's Cauſe, 
And brought Three Kingdoms to bis Mafter's Laws. 


THE 
® MoNCK, 
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SATIRE againſt MAN. 


RE 1 (who to my Coſt already am 
* thoſe ſtrange, prodigious Crentures, 


A Spirit — to chuſe, for my own Share, 
What Caſe of Fleſh: and Blood 1'd pleaſe to Wears 
I'd be a Deg, a Monkey, or a Bear: 
-Or any Thing, but that vain Animal, 

Who is ſo proud of being rational. 

His Senſes are too groſs, and be'l.contrive 

A /ixth to contrad! the other tive. 2797 

And before certain Inſtinct u ill prefer 

Reaſon, which Sixty Times for one does err. - 

Reaſen, an Ignis fatunt in the Mind, 

Which leaving Light of Nature (Senſe) bebind, 
Pathleſs and dang tous wand'ring Ways it ales, 
Thro' Error's fenny, Bags, and thorny Brakes; 
While the miſguided Follower climbs with Pain 
* * of Whimiſies, 3 . ; 
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Till ſpent, it leaves him to eternal Night. 
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_ Books bear him up a-while, and make him tr 


np from Thought to Thought, falls head'long 
OWN | ; 
Into Doubt's boundleſs Sea; where, like to drown, 


To ſwim with Bladders of Phileſophy.; 5 
In Hopes t' o ertake the ſkipping Light, 
The Vapor dances in his dazzling Sight, | 


hen old Age and Experience, Hand in Hand, 
Lead him to Death, and make him underſtand, 
After a Search ſo painful and ſo long, 
"That, all his Life, he has been in the Wrong. 
Huddled in Dirt, the Rea: ning Engine lies, 
Who,was ſo proud, ſo witty, and ſo wiſe. 
Pride drew him in, as Cheats their Bubbles catch, 
And made him venture to be made a Wretch. 


His Wiſdom did his __—_ deſtroy, 
Aiming to know what World he ſhould enjoy; 
And Wit was his vain frivolous Pretence, 

Of pleafing others at his on Expence : - 


For WNits are treated juſt like common. Whores, 


Firſt they re enjoy d, and then kick'd out of Decor. 
The Pleaſure paſt, a 1 Doubt remains, 

That frights th Enjoyer with ſucceeding Pains, 
Women and Men of Wit are dang'rous Tools, 

And ever fatal to admiring Fools: | 
Pleaſure allures, and when the Fops eſcape, 


-*Tis not that [they're belov'd, but fortunate ; 
And therefore what they fear, at leaſt they hate. 


Bur now, methinks, fore formal. Bund and Beard 
Takes me to Taſk ; Come on, Sir, I'm prepar'd. 


Then, by your Favour, any Thing that's writ 
Againft this gibing, jingling Knack, call d Wit, 
Likes me abundantly; but take you Care | 
Upen this Point, and be not too ſevere. 


Per- 


be gte. 


—.— 


ard 
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Nerlai my Muſe were fitter for this Part; 1 
Fr 1 Defy ] can be very ſmart, 8 5 
On Wit, which I abhor with all my- Heart. 

Tlong*to laſh it in ſom: ſharp Kſſay; 

But your grand Indiſcretion bids me ſtay, . 
And turns my Tide of Ink another May. EO 
What Rage ferments in pour degen rate Mind, 

To make you rail at Reaſon and Mankind? 

Bleſs'd, glirious Man, to whom alone kind Heav'n: 

An everlafling Soul has freel gfu'n ; 

Whom his great Maker took foe Care to mate, 

That from himſelf he did the Image take, 

And this fair Frame in ſhining Reaſon dreft,. 

To dignify his Nature above Braft.. 

Reaſon, by.whoſe aſpiring Influence, 

We take a Flight beyond material Senſe ; 

Dive into Myſteries; then ſoaring, pigrce 

The flaming Limits of the Univerſe ; ys | 
Search Heav'n and Hell, find out what's acted there. 
And give the World true Grounds of Hope and Fear. 


. HorD, mighty Man, I cry, all this we know- 
From the pathetic Pen of Ingelo * ; | 

+ From Patrick's Pilgrim, Hillingſtret s Replies; 
And 'tis this very Reaſon I deſpiſe ; 

This ſupernat'ral Gift, that makes a Mite © 

Think he's the Image of the Infinite; 

Comparing his ſhort Life, void of all Reſt, | 
To the Eternat and the Ever-bleft: | =_ 
This buſy puzzling Stirrer up of Doubt, | | 


That frames deep Myfteries, then finds em out; 

Filling with frantic Crowds of thinking Fools, 

Thoſe rev'rend — Colleges and Schools; . 
1. 


Borne-- 


— 


— 
— 


Dr. Ingelo wrote a religious Romance, called 
Bentivoglio and Urania. 

+ Biſhop Patrick, after Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progreſs, . 
wrote The Parable of the Pilgrim: A muck inf eriar 
Eerfermance. 
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Borne on whoſe Wings, each heavy Sot can pierce | 


The Limits of the boundleſs Univerſe ; ; 
So charmed Ointments make an old Witch fly, 
And bear a crippled. Carcaſs thro' the Sky, 

Tis this exalted Pow'r, whoſe Bus neſs lies 
In Nonſenſe and Impeſſibilities, . 

This made a whimfical Philoſopher 

Before the ſpacious Morid his Tub prefer; 

And we have modern cloifer'a Coxcombs, who 


| Retire to think, 'cauſe they have Novght to do: 
But Thoughts are giv'n for Action's Government; 


Where Action ceaſes, Thought's impertinent. 
Our Sphere of Action is Life s Happineſs ; 

And he who thinks beyond, thinks like an 4ſt. 
Thus vhilſt again falſe Rear ning I inveigh, 

I own right Reaſon, which I would obey ; 

That Reaſon which diſtinguiſhes by Senſe, 

And gives us Rules of Good and It from thence ; 
That bounds Defires with reforming Will, ; 
To keep em more in Vigor, not to kill. 
Your Reaſon hinders, mine helps to enjoy 
Yours would renewing Appetites deſtroy 2 

My Reaſen is my Friend, yours is a Cheat; 
Hunger calls out, my Reafon bids me eat; 
Perverſely yours, your Appetite does mock, 
This aſks for Food, that anſwers What's e Clock ® 


This plain Diſfinct ian, Sir, your Donbt ſecures; 


"Tis not true Reaſon 1 deſpiſe, but yours. 
Thus 1 think Reaſon righted ; but for Man, 
I'Il ne'er recant, defend him, if you can; 
For all his Pride, and his Philoſophy, 

is evident, Beafts are in their Degree 

As wiſe at leaſt, and better far than He. 
Thoſe Creatures are the wiſeſt, who attain 
By ſureſt Means, the Ends at which they aim. 

| If therefore JoOwLs x finds and kills his Hare, 
Better than ME ERS ſupplies Committee Chair; 
Tho' one's a Stateſman, ker thus a Hound 


JowLER,in Juſtice, will be wiſer found, 


You 


rr, 5 
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Tou ſee how far Man's Wiſdom here extends; 1 
Look next, if human Nature makes Amends, 
Whoſe Principles moſt gen rous are, and juſt, 
And to whoſe Morals you will ſooner truſt. 

Be Judge yourſelf, rl bring it to the Teſt, 

Which is the baſeſt Creature Man or Beaft : 

Birds feed on Birds, Beaſts on each other prey; 

But ſavage Man alone, does Man yo . 

Preſs'd by Neceſſity, they kill for Food; by 
Man undoes Man, to do himſelf no Good. 
With Teeth , and Claws, by Nature arm'd, they hunt 
Nature's Allowance, to ſupply their Want: 

But Man with Smiles, Embraces, Friendfhip's Praiſe, , 
Inhumanly his Fellow's Life betrays ; . 

Wich voluntary Pains works his Diſtreſs, ,* 

Not thro” Neccſſity, but Wantonneſs, j 

For Hunger or for Love, they bite or tear, 

Whilit wretched Man is ſtill in Arms for Fear; 

For Fear be arms, and is of Arms afraid; 

From Fear io Fear ſucceſſively betray dq. 

Baſe Fear, the Source whence his beſt Paſſions came, 
His boaſted Honour, and his:dear-bought Fame; 
That Luft of Power, to which he's ſuch a Slave, 
And for the which alone he duſt be brave; 

To which his various Projects are deſign d, 

Which makes him gen'rous, affable, and kind; 

For which he takes ſuch Pains to be thoughtwiſe, . 
And ſcrews his Actions in a forc'd Diſguiſe,, 
Leading a tedious Life in Miſery, 

Under laborious. mean Hypocriſy. . 4:5: tf 
Look to the Bottom of this vaſt Deſign, | 
Wherein Man's Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Glory joiay. ; 
The Good he acts, the lll he does endure, | 
'Tis all ſor. Fear, to make himſelf ſecure. .' 

Merely for Safety after Fame we thirſt; 

For all Men would be Cowards, if they durſt: - 

And Honeſty's againſt all Common-Senſe ;. 

Men mutt be Knaves, tis in their on Defence: 
Mankind's dilboneſt ;. if- you think it fair 56 
Amongit knoyn Cheats to play upon the Square, 

; BY Nou! 
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You'll be undone 
Nor can weak Truth your Reputation ſave, . 

The Knaves will all agree to call you Knave: 
Wrong'd ſhall he live, inſulted o'er, oppreſt, 

Who durſt be leſs a Villain than the reſt, 

Thus, Sir, you ſee what human Nature craves ; 

Moſt Men are Cowards, all Men ſhould be Knaves.. 
The Diff 'rence lies (as far as I can ſee) 

Not in the Thing itſelf, but the Degree; 

And all the Subjeſt-Matter of Debate, 

Is only, Who's « Knave of the firſt Rate? 


ALL this with Indignation have I hurl'd 
At the pretending Part of the proud World; 
Who, ſwol'n with ſelfiſh Vanity, deviſe þ 


Falfe Freedoms, holy Cheats, and formal. Lies, 
Over their Fellow-Slaves to tyrannize; 


Bur if in Court fo juſt a Man there be, 
(In Court a juſt Man ! yet unknown to me) 
' Who does his needful Flattery direct, 
Not to oppoſe and ruin, but protect; 
Since Flattery, which Way ſoever laid,. 
Is fill a Tax on that unhappy Trade; 
If ſo upright a Stateſman you can find, 
Whoſe Pafhons bend to his unbyaſs'd Mind; 
Who does his Arts and Policies apply 
To raiſe his Country, not his Family; 
Not while his Pride known Avarice withſtands, 
Receives Auread Bribes from Friends corrupted Hands. 


Is there a Churchman who on Gdd relies, 
Whofc Life his Faith and Doctrine juſtifics ?* 
Not one; blown up with vain pretatic Pride, 
Who, for Reproof of Sins, does Man deride ; 
Whoſe envious Heart makes Preaching a Pretence, 
With his obſtrep' rous ſaucy Eloquence, 

Io chide at Kings, and rail at Men of Senſe; 
: .0 
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Who from his Pulpit vents more peeviſh Lies, 

More bitter Railings, Scandals, Calumnies, 

Than ata Goſſiping are thrown about, | 
When the good Wives get drunk, and then fall out; 
None of the ſenſual Tribe, whoſe Talents lie 

In Avarice, Pride, Sloth, and Ghuttony ;. 

Who hunt good Livings, but abhor good Lives; 
Whoſe Luft exalted, to that Height arrives, 1 
They act Adult'ry with their own Wives +- FH 
And e er a Score of Years compleated be, c 


Can from the lofty Pulpit proudly ſee 

Half a large Pariſh their own Progeny.. 

Nor doting Bi8#0P, who would be ador'd 

For domineering at the Council-Board; 

A greater Fop of Bus neſs at Fourſcore, 

Fonder of ſerious Toys, affected more 

Than the gay glittering Eool.at Twemy proves, 
With all his Noiſe, bis taudry Cloaths, and Gloves. 


Bur a meek humble Man, of honeſt Senſe, | 
Who, preaching Peace, does practiſe Continence.,, 
Whoſe pious Life's a Proof he does believe 
Myſterious Truths, which no Man can conceive... 


Ir upon Earth there-dwell ſuch God-like. Men, 
Fil here recant my Paradox to them ; 

Adore thoſe Shrines of Virtue, Homage pay, 

And with the Rabble World their Laws obey 

If ſuch there are, yet grant me this at leaf, 


Man differs more from Man, than Man from Beaff. . 


* 


36% Th WORKS of the- 


JE + 4 E 
* 
+ * 7 F 7 


Horxact's Tenth Satire of the. 


Firſt Book imitated. 


Nempe incompoſito dixi pede carrere verſus, LUC1L; 


* 


$- 

Were ſtol'n, unequal, nay, dull many Times, 

What fooliſh Patron is there found of his, 

So blindly partial, to deny me this:? 

But that his Plays, embroider d up and down - 2 
With Mit and Learning, juſtly pleaſe the Town, . 
In the ſame Paper I as freely own : 

- Yet, having this allow'd, the heavy Maſs, 

That ſtuffs up, his looſe Volumes, muſt not paſs; 
For, by that Rule, L might as well admit 

Crown's tedious Scenes, for Poetry and Mit. 

'Tis therefore not enough, when your falſe Senſe 

Hits the falſe Judgment of an Audience, 

Of clapping Fools aſſembling a vaſt Croud, 


Till the throng'd Play-Houfe cracks with. the dulÞ. 


Load. | 
Tho' &'en that Talent merits in ſome Sort, 
That can divert the Rabble and the Court; 
Which blund'rin; SETTLE never could attain, 
And puzzling OTWAY Iabours at in vain *. 
But within due Proportion circumſcribe _ 
Whate'er you write, that with a flowing Tide, 


Tha 


* 
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7 ELL, Sir, 'tis granted, I ſaid Du vDEN's 


* HI. Lordſhip here alludes only to. Mr, Otway s. 
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The Stile may riſe, yet in its Riſe forbear; 
With uſeleſs Words t'oppreſs the weary'd Ear. 
Here be your Language lofty ; there more light, 
Your Rhet ric with your Poetry unite ; ; 
For Elegance fake, ſometimes allay the Force 
Of Epither ; twill ſoften the Difcourfe : 
A Feft in Scorn points out, and hits the Thing 
More home, than the moroſeſt Satire's Sting. 
SHAKESPEAK and JoHNSOM did in this excell, 
And might herein be imitated well; | 
| Whom retin'd ETHER EGE copies not at all, 
But is himfelf a mere Original: 8 
Nor that flow Drudge, in ſwift Pindaric Strains, Þ} 
FLATMAN, who CoWLEY imitates with Pains, - © 
And rides a jaded Muſe, "ou with loſe Reins. 
When LIE makes temp rate Scipio fret and rave, 
And HANNIBAL a whining am rous Slave, 
] laugh, and wiſh the hot-brain'd Fuſtian Fool. 
In BussY's Hands, to be well laſh'd at School. 
Of all our modern Wits, none ſeem to we | 
Once to have touch'd upon true Co MAD, | 
But haſty SMADWELL, and flow Wy CuEREV. 
SHADWEEL's unfiniſh'd Works do yet impart 
Great Proofs of Force of Nature, none of Art 5. 

With juſt bold Strokes he daſhes here and there, 
Shewing Great Maſtery, with Little Care; 
Scorning to varniſh his God Touches o er, | 

To make the Fools and Women praiſe him more. 

But Wy CaRRLY earns hard whate'er he gains, 

He wants no Fudgment, and he ſpares no Pains ; 

He frequently excels, and at the leaſt, | 
Makes fewer Faults than any of the reſt. hb: 
WALLER,, by Nature for the Bays deſign'd, x 
With Force, and Fire, and Fancy, unconfin'd, . 
In Panegyric does excel Mankind. 7 

He beſt can turn, inforce, and ſoften Things, 
To praiſe great Conquerors, and flatter Kings, n 
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For pointed Satire, I would Bucxuuks 7 chuſe, 

The Bzft-good Man, with the Morſt- natur d Muſe. 

For Songs and Verſes mannerly obſene, | 

That can ſtir Nature up by Springs unſeen, 

And, without forcing Bluſbes, warm the Queen ; 

SEDLEY has that prevailing, gentle Art, * 
3 That can with a releſt Pow'r impart-, 

| The Leoſeft to the Chafteft Heart; 


6 


[ Raiſe ſuch a Conflict, kindle ſuch a Fire 
* Betwixt declining Virtue and Defire, 
{ Till the poor vanquiſh'd Maid diſſolves away 


| la Dreams all Night, in Sighs and Tears all Days 
| DRYDEX in vain try'd this nice Way of Wit, 
For He, to be # 'Fearing Blade thought fit; 
But when he would be ſharp, he flill was blunt, 
Tofriſk and frolic Fancy he'd cry 
Would give the Ladies a dry-bawdy Bob, 
And thus he got the Name of Poet Huab. 
But, to be juſt, twill to his Praiſe be found, 
His Excellencies more than Faults abound ;- 
Nor dare I from his ſacred Temple tear 
The Laurel, which he beſt deſerves to wear. 
But does not DR VD RN find een JornsoN dull, 
0 BR AU MONT and FIET HER incorrect and full 
19 i Of 3 as he calls them? SHARESPEAR'S. 
| | 2 ; 
| Stiff and affected? To his own the while, 
Allowing all the Zuftice that his Pride 
So arrogantly had to theſe deny d 
1 And may not Fhave leave impartially 
Ws To ſearch and cenſure DgyDeNn's Works, and try 
1 If thoſe groſs. Faults his Choice Pen does commit, 
5 Proceed from Want of Judgment, or of Wit ? 
= Or, if his lumpiſh Fancy does retuſe 
_ and Grace to his looſe flattern Muſe ? - 
Five Hundred Verſes ev'ry Morning writ, 
Proy'd him no more. a Poet, than a. Vi? 
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Such ſcribbling Authors have been ſent before; 
Muftapha, the [land Princeſs, forty more, ; 
Were Things, perhaps, compos'd in Half an Hour, , 
To write what may ſecurely ſtand the Teſt, 

Of being well read over, thrice at leaſt; 

Compare each Phraſe, examine ev'ry Line, 
Weigh ev'ry Word, and ev'ry Thought retine 2 
Scorn all Applauſe the vile Rout can beſtow, 

And be content to pleaſe thoſe few who know. 

Can ſt thou be ſuch a vain miſtaken Thing, 
To wiſh thy Works may make a Play-houſe ring 
With the unthinking Laughter, and jioor Praiſe 

Of Fops and. Ladies, factious for. thy Plays? 

Then ſend a cunning Friend to learn thy Doom, 
From the ſhrewd Judges in the Drawing Room. 

I've no Ambition on that idle Score, a 

But ſay with BETTY MoRRIcx heretofore, "4 
When a Court-Lady call'd her Buckxuxsr's | 

Whore | | 
IT pleaſe one Man of Wit, am proud on't too; | 
Let all the Coxcombs dance to Bed to you. _ _ -/ 
Should I be troubled with the PurBLIND 
ENtGHT “, . 

Who-ſquints more in his Fudgment than his Sight, 
Picks filly Faults, and cenſures what I write ? 

Or when the Poor- nd Poets of the Town, 5 
For Scraps and Coach-room cry my Verſes down ; 

1 loath the Rabble, tis enough for me, | 


If SERLEY., SH ADWELL, SHEPHARD, WYCHERLY, 


GoDoLPHIN, BUTLER, BUCKHURST, BUCKIN G- 
HAM | 

Or ſome few more, whom I omit to name, 

Approve my Senſe, 1 count their Cenſure Fame. 


* — * 6—— 


Go We WOREs of the 
LL FL YL RY RY RY, 
An Imitation of the Firſt Satire 


Semper ego Auditor tantum ? —= 12 


6 — — 


7 UST I with Patience ever filent fit, 
3 with Fools, who Kill believe theyv'e 
Wit ? \ | 5 
Muſt I find ev'ry Place by Coxcombs ſeiz'd, 
Hear this affected Nonſenſe, and ſeem pleas'd ? 
Muſt I meet HENnNINGR AM where'er | go, 
ARÞP, RAWLS; Villain FRANK, nay, YOULTN&EY 
* tOO * 

Shall Hewtr pertly crawl from Place to Place, 
And ſcabby VIIILRRS for a Beauty paſs ? | 
Shall Howe and BAN Den Politicians prove, 

And Sura ERLAN D preſume to be in Love? 
Shall pimping DEN cOURT patient Cuckolds blame, 
LuMLEY and SAV AGE gainſt the Pope difclaim? 
Who can abſtain from Satire in this Age? 
What Nature wants, 1 find fupply'd by Rage. 
Some do for Pimping, ſome for Treach'ry riſe ; 
But none's made Great for being Good or Wiſe, 
Deſerve a Dungeon, if you would be Great; 
Rogues always are our Minifters of State; 
Mean proftrate Bitches, for a Bridewell ft, 
With land's wretched Queen mult equal ft. 
*Ranelaugh and fearful MutGrAve are preferr'd; 
Virtue's commended, but ne'er meets Reward. 
May I neter be Iike theſe, Ill aſk no more; 
1 would not be the Man, to have their Pow r. 
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Who'd be a Monarch, to endure the prating bs 
Of NELL and ſaucy OGLE THORPE, in Waiting? 
Who would SouTu A MPTON's driv'ling-Cuckold be? 
Who would be YeRK; and bear his Infamy ? | 
What Wretch would be GxEzN's baſe-begotten Son ? 
Who would be Ja MRS, out-witted and undone ? 
Who'd be like SUNDERLAND, a cringing Knave ? 
Like Halifax wiſe, like booriſh PEMEBRORRH brave? 
Who'd be that patient Bardiſh SuREwsSBURY ? 

Or who would FR Az1ERk's chatt ring Mo RDAUN be? 
Who'd be a Hit, in DRYDEN's cudgell'd Min? 


Or who'd be ſafe, and ſeaſeleſi, like To Tuyuns ? 
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SATIRE on the TIMES. 


Nees jt atque unica V irtus ef. Juv. Sar. viil. ; 
Virtue- alone 7s true Nobility, ___DxrvYpan. 


* 


* 


— 
— 


"OT Rome, in all her Splendor, could compare 
With theſe great GP happy Britens ſhare z 

Vainly they boaſt their Kings of heav'nly Race; 

A King incarnate England's Throne does grace; 

Chaſte in his Pleaſures, in Devotion grave, 

To his Friends conſtant, to his Foes he's brave: 

His Juſt ice is thro all the World admir'd, / 

His Word held ſacred, and his Sceptre fear'd, 

No Tumults do about his Palace move, 

Freed from Rebellion by his People's Love. 

Nor do we leſs in Councils wiſe prevail, 

As all our late Tranſactions loudly tell, 

Not only Proregations Good create, 


But th adjourn'd Play-houſe is a Coup d Eclat. 


So learned Chymifts, when they long have try d, 
For Secrets thrifty Nature _ would hide, 1 
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In baſeſt Matter often Spirits find, 
Which Providence for greater Uſe defign'd. 

But who can wonder at ſuch vaſt Succeſs ? 

Our CATO, SUNDERLAND, ne'er promis'd leſs. 
Abroad in Embaſſy he firſt was fam'd, 

" Where he ſo Arid, England's Rights maintain'd; 
At Home an humble Creature to her Grace, | 
And Mrs. W a Rp preferr'd him to the Place. 


Tu EN, for Commanderi, both by Sea and Land, 
¶ New ones we make, and Old ones we diſband,) 
YoRKx, who thrice chang'd his Ship, thro' warlike Rage, 
And Mow MovTH, who's the Scipio of the Age, 
The firſt, Lord Admiral, but more renown'd 
Far Pox and Popery than public Wound. 

This is the Man, whoſe Vice each Satire feeds, 
And for whom no one Virtue intercedes; 
VDeſtin'd for England's Plague, from infant Time, 
Curs'd with a Perſon fouler than his Crime, 

But mightier Things than theſe do ftill remain: 
PLyMoUTR, who lately ſhew'd upon the Plain, þ 
And did by HEw1rT's Fall, immortal Honor gain, 


So, Mouſe and Frog came gravely to the Field, 
Both fear'd to fight, and yet both ſcorn'd to yield, 
Their famous Billet-Doux and Duel, prove 
Them both as fit for Combat, as for Love. 

Among all theſe, twere not amiſs to name 
PoULTNEY, to whom St. Omer: Siege gave Fame. 


Nox do Wits leſs our poliſh'd Court adorn, 
Than Men of Proweſs, for Atchievements born, 
Romantic MoRDAUNT, who in empty Lines 
His happier Rival tedioufly defines ; 

That well knew how to value painted Toys, 


And left. the Tartar to be catch'd by Byys 1 
g N Rut 


But 


1 * 
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But his chief Talent is in Hiories, ä | 1% 
Which of himſelf he tells, and always lies, | 
DIN cou wouldfain bethoughtboth Wit andBully;, 
But Punk- rid RavcLIryre's not a greater Cully, 
Nor taudry Is H A M, intimate'y known _ | 
To all pox'd Whores, and famous Rooks in Town. 
No Ladies, my reſpeAful Muſe will name; 
She thinks it A ws. to touch their Fame, 
Sie may they live, who faithful are, and kind; 
But muy lewd: Scow'rers no Redemption find. 
May Young and Old inceſſantly give Thanks 
For that bleſs'd Nurs'ry of Intrigue, Mill-Bank:s, 
May Leicfter- Fields repair their Matron Fall, J 
But ſtill ſubſcribe in Feafts of Love to th Mall, | 
And Mrs. STAxFoRD yield to BETTY HALL, 


7 7 7 7 7 7 7 
7 — „ ” C ; 


A'SATIRE, which the King took out of 1 
hrs Pocket. | E | 


Reſerv'd by Wonder in the Oa t, OCRARTIES | 
And then brought in by Trick of ALBE&MAKRLE's: 
The firſt by Providence, the next all Devil, 
Shews thou'rt a Compound both of Gd and Evil; 
The Bad we've too-long known, the Good's to come, 
But not expected till the Day of Doom. 
Was ever Prince's Soul fo meanly poor, 
To be a Slave to ev'ry little Whore 
The Seamen's Needle nimbly points the Pole; 
But thine ſtill turns to ev'ry craving Hole; 
Which, Wolf-like, in that Breaſt raw Fleſh devours,, 
And muſt be fed all Seaſons, and all Hours, 
—— is the Manfion-Houſe where thou doſt dwell ; 
But thou art fix'd as 7. 1 715 to her Shell, 
Whoſe Head peeps out a little now and then, 
To take the Air, and then creeps in again, 
it | Strong. a 


Pn. am 
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Strong is thy Luft ! in'—— thov'rt always diving, 
And I dare ſay thou pray ſt to dic a { = 


How poorly ſquander'f thou thy S— away, 


Who ſhould'f get Kings for Nations to obey. 


But thou, poor Prince, ſo uſelefily haſt ſown it, 
That the Creation is aſham'd to own it. 
Witneſs the Royal Heirs, ſprung from the Belly 


Of thy anojnted Princeſs, Madam NELLY; 


Whoſe firſt Employment was, with open Throat, 
To cry Fre/h-Herrings, even Ten a Gros, | 
Then, was by Madam Ross expos'd to Town; 
I mean to thoſe who would give Half-a Crown : 
Next in the Play-houyſe ſhe took her Degree, 

As Men commence at Univerſity. 

No Doctor, till they've Maſters been before; 
So ſhe no Player was, till firſt a Whore. 

Look back, and ſee the People mad with Rage, 
Jo ſee the Bitch in ſuch an Equipage ; 

And ev'ry Day that they the Monſter ſee, 

They let ten thouſand Curſes fly at Thee : 
Aloud in public Streets they uſe Thee thus, 
And none dare check 'em, they're ſo numerous, 
Stopping the Bank in Thee was only Great, 

But 222 it had been a Cheat. 

To pay thy Debts, what Sum can'ſt thou advance, 
Now thy Exchequer is remov'd to France; 

T' enrich a Harlot all made up of French, 

Not worthy to be call'd a More, but Wench ? 


CLEVELAND indeed deſerves that noble Name, 
W hoſe monſtrous Letchery exceeds all Fame; 


The Empreſs Mxss aLins was cloy'd with Luſt at laft, 


But you could never ſatisfy this letch'rous Beaſt : 
CLEVELAVD, I ſay, is much to be admir'd, 


- Altho' ſhe ne er was ſatisfy d, or tir'd : 


Full forty Men a Day provided for this Whore, 
Yet, like a Bitch, ſhe wags her Tail for more. 
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Where are the-Bi/hopsnow ? where ĩs their Bawdy Cours? 
Inſtead of Penance, they indulge the Sport : | 
For ſtanding in White Sheets their Courage cools, 


And's only fit for Frenchmen, and for Fools. 


O Heav'ns ! wer't thou for this looſe Life prefery'd 7 
Are there no Gods nor Laws to be obſerv d? 
Nine vels repented after forty Days; | 

Be yet a KIN , and wear the Royal Bays : 

But Jo N an's Threats will ne'er awaken Thee, 
Repentance is too mean for Majeſty. 

Go, practiſe HELI0GABRALUS'S Sin, 

Forget to be a Man, and learn to ſpin. 

Go, dally with the Nomen at their Wheels, 

Till NERO like, they pull thee. out by th' Heelr, 
Go, read what Man'mxr did, (that was a Thing 
Did well become the Grandeur of a King, 

Who all tranſported with his Miſtreſs” Charms, 
And never pleas'd, but in her lovely Arms, 

Yet, when his Jazazaries wiſh'd her dead, 

With bis own Hand cut off IREnE's Head. 

Make ſuch a Practice with thyſelf as this, 

Then thou may'ft once more taſte of Happineſs ;: 
Each one will love Thee, and the Parliament 

Will their unkind and ſtubborn Votes, repent, 

And at your Feet lay open all their Purſes, | 
And give you all their Prayers, unmix'd with Curſes. 


ALL this 1 wiſh, altho' I'm not your Friend, 
Till, like a Child, you promiſe to amend; * 
If not, you'll find your Subjects rugged Stuff; 
But, now I think on't, I have ſaid exough. 
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The DE BAUCH E E. 
I Rife at Eleven, I dine about Two, 


* 


Y 


1 


I get drunk before Seven; and the next Thing do, 
fend for my Whore, when, for fear of a Clap, 
1— u her Hand, _ I ſpew in her Lap; 
' F > 
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Then we quarrel and ſcold, till J fall faft aſleep, 
When the Bitch, growing bold, tomy Pocket does creep: 
Then lily ſhe leaves me, and, to revenge the Affront, 
At once the bereaves me of Money and —— | 
If by Chance then I wake, hot-headed and drunk, 
What a Coil do I make for the Loſs of my Punk ? 


'I ſtorm, and I roar, and I fall in a Rage, 


And miſſing my Whore, I b—-r my Page. 
Then, Crop-fick all Morning, I rail at my Men, 
And in Bed I lie yawning till Eleven again. 


ARYL BL RL RL LL 


A SATIRE on the K1NG, for which he was 


baniſhed the Coukr, and turned MouTE- 
BANK, 


N the Iſle of Great Britain, long ſince famous known, 

For breeding the beſt —— in Chriftendom, 
There reigns, and there, long may he reign and thrive, 
The eaſieſt Prince, and beſt-bred Man alive; 
Him, no Ambition moves to ſeek Renown, 
Like the French Fool, to wander up and down, 
Starving his Subjects, hazarding his Crown. 
Nor are his high Defires above his Strength, 
His Sceptre and his are of a Length; 
And fhe that plays with One, may ſway the Other, 
And make him little wiſer than his Brother. 
I hate all Monarchs, and the Thrones they fit on, 
From th Hector of France, to the Cully of Priton, 
Poor Prince] thy — like the Buffoons at Court, 
It governs thee, becauſe it makes thee Sport. 
Tho' Safety, Law, Religion, Life, lies on't, 
*Twill break through all, to make it's Way to 
Reſtleſs he rolls about from Whore to Whore, 
A merry Monarch, ſcandalous, and poor, 


To 
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To Carewell, the moſt dear of all thy Dears, 

The ſure Relief of thy declining Years ; 

Oft he bewails his Fortune, and her Fate, 

To love fo well, and to be lov'd fo late; 

For when in her he ſettles well his 1, 
Yet his dull graceleſs Buttocks hang an 42 FE. 
This you'd believe, had 1 but Time to tell ye, 

The Pain it coſts to poor laborious Nelly, 

While ſhe employs Hands, Fingers, Lips and Thighs, 
Eer ſhe can raiſe the Member e enjoys. 


— 4 778 *" © , . Fj —_ 7 | 
The MAIDENHEAD. 
AVE you not in a Chimney ſeen HR” 
A ſullen Faggot wet and green, 7 


How coily it receives the Heat, l b 5 ; C f | 
And at both Ends does fume and ſweat ? | 1 
; 


- 


| $0 fares it with the harmleſs Maid, | — 
When firſt upon her Back ſhe's laid; - * a _— 
But the well-experienc'd Dame, | - 
Cracks and * in the Flame. N 


TUNBRIDGE- WELLS. 


A SATIRE 1 
A” Five this - Morn, when Pnokzus rais d his 2 


Head | 
rom TuzT1s' Lap, I rais 4 myſelf from Bed; © - 
And mounting Steed, I trotted to the WATER Rs, ! * 


The Rendezvous of Fools, Buffoons, and Praters, 
Cuckolds, Whores, Citizens, their Wives and 
Daughters, 


1 
| 
* = 


My 
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My fqueamiſh Stomach I with Wine had brib'd, - 
To undertake the Doſe that was preſcrib'd ; | 
But turning Head, a ſudden curſed Crew 
That innocent Proviſion overthrew, 0 
- Did, without drinking, make me purge and ſpew. 
From Coach and Six a THIN Gd unweildy roll d, 
Whom Lumber- Cart more decently would hold; 
As wiſe as Calf it look'd, as big as Bully, 
But handled, prov'd a mere Sir Nick'Las CULLY 3 
A bawling Fop, a nat ral Nokts, and yet 
He dar'd to cenſure, and be thought a Mit. 
To make him more ridiculous, in ſpight, 
Nature contriv'd the Fool ſhould be a Knight. 
How wiſe is Nature, when ſhe does diſpenſe 
A large Eftate, to cover Want of Senſe ! 
The Man's a Fool, tis true, but that's no Matter; } 
For he's a mighty Wit with thofe that flatter ; 
But a poor Blockhead 1s a wretched Creature, 
Tho he alone was diſmal Sight enough, 
His Train conti ibuted to ſet him off, 
All of his Shape, all of the ſelf-ſame Stuff; 
No Spleen or Malice cow d on them be thrown, 
Nature had done the Bus'neſs of Lampoon, - | 
And in their Looks their Characters were ſhown, 
Eudeavouring this irkſome Sight to baull, 
And a more wkſome Noiſe, their lilly Talk, 
I filently flunk down to th' lower Walk. 


8 (But often, when we would Charybdis ſhun, 


Down upon Scylla tis our Fate to run :) 

For there it was my curſed Luck to find 

As great a Fop, tho' of another Kind. 

A tall tiff Fool, that walk'd in Spaniſh Guiſe; ) 
The Buckram Puppet never ſtitr'd his Eyes; | 
But grave as Owl it look'd, as Woodcock wiſe. 

He ſcorns the empty Talk of this mad Age, 
And ſpeaks all Proverb, Sentence, and Adage; 8 
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Can with as much Solemnity buy Eggs, 

As a Cabal can talk of their Intrigues; 

Mafter of Ceremonies, yet can't diſpenſe 
With the Formality of talking Senſc. 

Prom hence unto the upper Walk I ran, 
Where a new Scene of Foppery began; 

A Tribe of Curates, Prieſts, Canonical Elves, 
Fit Company for none befide themſelves, 
Were got together ; each his Diſtemper told, 
Scurvy, Stone, Stranguary ; ſome were ſo bold 
To charge the Spleen to be their Miſery, 
And on that wiſe Diſeaſe lay Infamy. 

But none had Modeſty enough t'explain 

His Want of Learning, Honefty or Brain,, | 
The general Diſeaſes of that Train. I 

Theſe call themſelves Ambaſſadors of Heaven, 

And ſaucily pretend Commiſſions given: 

But ſhould an Indian King, wheſe fmall Command 0 
Seldom extends beyond ten Miles of Land, | 

Send forth ſuch wretched Fools on an Embaſſage, 

He'd find but ſmall Effects of ſuch a Meſſage. 

Liſt'ning, 1 found the Top of all this Rabble, 

Pert “ Bayes, with his Importance comformable. 

He being rais'd to an Arch- Deaconry, - 

By trampling on Religicn, Loyalty 1, | 
Was grown ſo great, and look'd too fat and jolly 
To be diſturb'd with Care and Melancholy; 

Tho' Marvel had enough «xpos'd his Folly . 

He drank to carry off ſome old Remains 

His lazy dull Diftemper left in's Veins; * 


— 


Dr. Parker, 1 Eifhop of Oxford. 
A. He wrote a Book, entitled, Religion and Loy- 
alty. | | 


In his Rehearſal Tranſpos d. 


- 
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Let him drink on; it is not a whole Flood ö 

Can give ſufficient Sweetneſs to his Blood, þ 

Or make his Nature or his Manners good. 

Importance drank too, tho' ſhe had been no Sinner, 

To waſh away ſome Dregs he had ſpew'd in ber. 

Next after theſe, a fulſome Iriſh Crew - 

Of filly Macks were offer'd to my View ; 

The. Things did talk, but hearing what they ſaid, 

I hid myſelf the Kindneſs to evade. 

Nature had plac'd theſe Wretches beneath Scorn, 

They can't be call'd fo vile as they are born. 

Amid the Crowd I next myſelf convey'd, 

For now there comes, (White-Waſh and Paint being 

laid, 

Mother and Divitinn Miſtreſs and the Maid, 

And Squire with Wig and Pantaloons diſplay'd.. 

But ne'er could Conventicle, Play or Fair,. 

For a true Medley, with this Herd compare, 

Here Loids, Knights, 'Squires, Ladies and Counteſſes, 

Chandlers, and barren Women, Sempſtreſſes, 

Were mix'd together; nor did they agree 

More in their Humours than their Quality. | 

Here, waiting for Gallant, young Damſel flood, 

Leaning on Cane, and muffled up in Hood, | 

The Would-be-Wit, whoſe Bus'neſs was to woe, 

With Hat remov'd, and ſolemn Scrape of Shoe, 

Advances bowing, then genteelly ſbrugs, 

And ruffled Fore-Top into Order tugs; 

And thus accofts her ; Madam, methinks the Weather 

J grown much more ſerene, ſince you came hither * 2 
ou 


parker excuſed himſelf, for delaying to anſwer 
Marvel, on Account of te of a more comfortable 
Importance, (which proved to be Matrimony.) Marvel 
i very witty uin that Word, See The Rehearſal 
Tranſpos'd, Part Il. ; 


1 9 


*. 


For I can have no Quictneſs at Home ; 


Earl of RocntsTER yr 
You influence the Heavens; but ſhould the Sun 
Withdraw himſelf, os on his Rays out-done 
By your bright Eyes, They could ſupply the Mors, 
And make a Day 9 8 the Day be born. 
With Mouth ſcrew'd up, conceited winking Eyes, 
And Breaſt thruſt forward, Lord, Sir, (ſhe replies,) 
It it your Goodneſs. and not my Deſerts, _ 
Which makes you fhew this Learning, Mit, and Parts. 
He, puzzled, bites his Nails, both to diſplay | 
The ſparkling Ring, and think what next to ſay, 
And thus breaks forth afreſh, Madam, Egad, 
Your Lick at Cards laft Night was very bad; 
At Cribbage fifty-nine, — and the next Shew, 
To make the Game, and yet to want thoſe Tua. 
G—d D—;, Madam, I m the Son of a Whore, © 


Tf in my Life I ſaw the like before. 


To Pedlar's Stall he drags her, and her Breaſt, 

With Hearts and ſuch like fooliſh Toys, he dreft ; 
And then more ſmartly to'expound the Riddle 

Of all this Prattle, gives her a Scorch Fiddle. 

Tir'd with this diſmal Stuff, away I ran, | 
Where were two Wives, with Girl juſt fit for Man, 
Short-breath'd, with pallid Lips, and Viſage wan; 
Some Court'fies paſs'd, and the old Compliment, 

Of being glad to ſee each other, ſpent, 


With Hand in Hand they lovingly did walk, 


And one began thus to renew the Talk: 

1 pray, good: Madam, if it mayn't be thought 
.Rudeneſs in me, what Cauſe hes hither brought 
Your Ladyfhip ? She, ſoon replying, ſmil'd, 


e ve got à good Eftate, but have no Child; 


And I'm inform'd, theſe Wells will make a barren 
Homan, as fruitful as a Coney-Warren, 


Tu x firſt return'd, For this Cauſe I am come, 
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Ay Huſband grumbles, thi we have got one, 
. This-poor young Girl, and mutters for a Son; 


And. ſhe is griev'd with Head-Ach, Pangs, 42. 


Throws, | 
Js Full Sixteen, and never yet had Thoſe. 
She ſoon reply d, Get her a Huſband, « Madam; 
I marry'd bout that Age, and ne er ad had em; 
Has juſt like her: Steel Waters let alone, 
A Back of Steel will better bring them down ; 
And ten to one but they themſelves will try 
The ſame Means to increaſe their Family. 
Poor filly Fribble, who by Subtilty 
Of Midwife, trueſt Friend to Lechery, 
Perſuaded art to be at Pains and Charge, 
To give thy Wife Occaſion to enlarge 
Thy filly-Head ; for here walks Cuff and Kick, 
With brawny Back and Legs, and potent 
Who more ſubſtantially can cure thy Wife, 
And on her half- dead Womb beftow new Life. 
From theſe the Waters got their Reputation 
Of good Aſſiſtants unto Propagation. 


Some warlike Men were now got into ih' Throng, | 


With Hair ty'd back, finging a bawdy Song. 
Not much afraid, I got a nearer View, 
And*twas my Chance to know the dreadful Crew. 
They were Cadets, that ſeldom can appear, 
 ÞPamn'd to the Stint of Thirty Pounds a Year; 
With Hawk on Fiſt, and Greyhound led in Hand, 
The Dog and Footboy ſometimes to command 
Now having trimm'da caſt- off ſpavin Horſe, 
With three Halfpence for Guineas in their Purſe, 
Two ruſty Piſtols, Scarf about their Arſe. 

Coaſt lin'd with Red, they here preſume to ſwell ; 
This goes for Captain, that for Colonel, 


80 the Bear-Garden Ar E, on his Steed mounted, 
But 


No longer is a Fackanapes accounted ; 


1 


1 
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But is, by Virtue of his Trumpery, then 
Call'd by the Name of the young Gentleman. 
Bleſs me ! thought I, what Thing is Aan, that thus, 
In all his Shapes, 4 is fo ridiculous! 

Ourſelves with Noiſe of Reaſon we do pleaſe 

In vain, Humanity's our worſt Diſeaſe ; e 
Thrice happy Beaſts are, who, becauſe they be 
Of Reaſon void, are ſo of Foppery. oy 
Faith, I was fo {ſham d, that with Remarks, 

Ius d he Infolence to mount my Hor / 5 
For ke, doing only Things fit for his atare, 8 5 | n 
Did ſeem'to me by much the wifer Creature, 


AY GL aL RL FR pL 
To all Curious Cr1TICS and Amen: 


5 
: 


Toſs a Ship up, then caſt her down again? 
Sometimes ſhe ſeems to touch the very Skies, ö 
And then again upon the Sand ſhe lies. 
Or have you ſeen a Bull, when be is jealous, 
How he does tear! the Ground, and roars, and bellows ? 
Or have you ſeen the prett fy Turile- Dove, 
When the laments the Abſence of her Love? 
Or have you ſeen the Fairies, when they fing, 
And dance with Mirth together in a Ring? 
Or have you ſeen our Gallants make a Pather, : 
With GRACE the Fair; and, fairer yet, Anne Hru- 

8 
Or have y ou ſeen the Daughter; of APoLLo +. 
Pour doum their rhiming Liquors in 2 hollow 
Cane 
In ſpungy Brain congealing into Verſe? 
If you have ſeen all _— then kiſs mine. Arſe. 

G. 


— TR 4 — 
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* Two Sifigrs, + The Nine Muſes. 


Av ty you not ſeen the rg g ftormy Main, | 


* 
1 „ — * A— — 
* 


A Secret, which that Friend would ſtill conceal. 
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The Haxkry NIGHT.“ 


* 


INCE now my SYLVIA, is as king 
Let Wit and Jo ſucceed my dull Ne 

O what a Night of Pleaſure was the laſt! © 

A full Reward far all my Troubles paſt 3 | 

And on my. Head if future Miſchiefs fall, . 

This happy Night thall make Amends for all. 

Nay, tho my SYLVIA's Love ſhould turn to Hate, 


Fi! thipk of this, and die contented with my Fate, 


- TwxEvE was the lucky Minute when we met, 
And on her Bed were gloſe together ſet ; 

Tho' liſt ning Spies might be perhaps too near, 
Love fill 'd-our Hearts; there was no Room for Fear. 
Now, whilſt I ſtrove her melting Heart to move, 
With all the pow'rful Eloquence of Love ; 

In her fair Face, I ſaw the Colour riſe, 
And an unuſual Soſtneſs in her Eyes; 

Gently they look, and I with Joy adore, 

That only Charm they never had before. 

The 83 they made, her Tongue was us d to 

al, 8 
But now theſe gentle Enemies reveal 


as fair, 


My 1 with am' rous Rage, 
Seem fierce with Expectation to engage; 

But faſt ſne holds my Hands, and clo e her Thighs, 
And what ſhe longs to do, with Frowns denles. 
| | 5 A ſtrange 


% 
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Tue late Duke of Buckinghamſhire was pleaſed to 
own himſelf the Author of thit Poem. TY 


Tan coaomr@_n©©c_<_.... 
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A firange Effect on fooliſh Women. wrought, | 1 


Bred in Diſguiſes, and by Cuſtom taught : 

Cuftom, that Prudence ſometimes over- rules, 

But ſerves inſtead of Renſon for e Fo 

Cuftom, which all the World to Slav'ry brings, &, 
The dull Excufe for doing filty Things. | 
She, by this Method of bet fooliſh Sex, | l 
Js forc'd a-white me and berſelf to ven: | 

But now, when thus we had been ſtrugg ling long, | 

Her Limbs grow weak, and her — tirong F 

How can ſhe hold to let the Hero in? 

He ftorms without, and Love betra U within. 

Her Hands at laſt, to hide her $, leave 

The Fort un uatded, willing to receive 

My tierce Aſſault, made Wich a Lover's Haſte, 


Like Lignalng picreing, and as quickly pak. 


Tus does fond Nature with her Children plays” 
Juſt ſhews us Joy, Ther ſnatehes RUway, - - 

'Tis not . Rxer is of Pleaſure makes it — 

The Pain of Love's ab faging us _ | 
And yet, alas! that loſt, we —— We, 
With Grief ;- but ſcarce one ent w Dole. 
Same little Pain may check her kind Deſire, 
But not enough to make her onee 'retite, 

Maids Wownds for Pleaſure bear, as Men for Preiſe ; 3 
Here Honor heels, there Love the Smart alluys. - 
The World, if juſt, would Farmful Courage dleme, 
And this, more innocent ræwurd with Fame.” 
Now ſhe ker well contented Thoughes emp 
On her paſt Fears, und Gn her future Jay's: . 
Whoſe Hurbinger did roaphly all remece, ö 
To make fit Room for great luxurious Love. © 
Fond of the weloome Gueſt, her Arms embrace | 
My Body, and her Hands another Plave 3 

Which with one Touch, fo pleav'd and proud doth 


grow, 


It ſwells beyond the _ that made it ſo; 


81 
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Confinement ſcorns, in any firaiter Walls 
Than thoſe of Love, where it contented falls. | 


Txo' mw o'erthrown, he more enflam'd does 
riſe, 
And will, to the laſt Drop, fight out the Prize, 
She like ſome Amazon in Story proves, | 
That overcomes the Hero that ſhe loves. 
In the cloſe Strife ſne takes ſo much Delight, 
She then can think of nothing but the tight: 
With Joy ſhe lays him panting at her Feet, 


But with more Joy does his Recov'ry meet. 


Her trembling Hands firſt gently raiſe his Head; 


She almoft dies for fear that he is dead: 


Then binds bis Wounds up with a buſy Hand, 

And with that Balm enables bim to ſtand; I-57 4 
Till by her Eyes ſhe conquers him once more, 

And wounds him deeper than fte did before. 

Tho' fallen from the Top of Pleafure's Hill, 

With longing Eyes we lcok up thither alli; 1 

Still thither our unweary d Wiſhes tend, 


Till we that Height of Happineſs aſcend. 84 


By gentle Steps; th' Aſcent itſelf exceeds 
All Joys, but that alone to which it leads: 
Firſt then, ſo long and lovingly we kiſs, | 
As if, like Doves, we knew no dearer Bliſs. 
Still in one Mouth our Tongues together play, 

bile groping Hands are pleas'd no leſs than they, 
Thus cling'd together, now a-while we reſt, 
Breathipg our Souls into each other's Breaſt; 
Then give a gen'ral Kiſs of all our Parts, | 
While this be Way, we make Exchange of Heart, 


- Here would my Praiſe as well as Pleaſure dwell; * 


Enjoyment's ſelf L ſcarcely like ſo. well: 


The little this comes ſhort of Kage and Stren Rs 
Is largely — d with enaleſs Length. 


This 
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This is a Joy would aft, if we could ft 6] 70S is 
But Love's too eaget to admit Delay, 1:4 xt 

"Andhurries us along fo ſmooth a W + 

Now, wanton with Deligtt, we him ese Fn 
Our pliant Limbs, in all the Shapes of Love.; | 
Gur Motions not like thoſe of ameſome Fools, 1 
Whoſt active Bodies ſhew wel heavy Ben 

But Sports of Love, in which a willing Mind. 
Makes us as able, as our Hearts are kind: 

At length, all . —. and aut of Breath, -- 
Panting, as in the es of Death, | 

Ws lic entrate'd, till one provoking Kifs- 
Tranſports our raviſh'd Souls to Paradiſe, 4-16 
O Heaven of Love! thou Moment of Wee 8 
Wrong d by my Words, my Fancy does thee Right, 
Methinks I li- all me in her Charms, 5 
And faſt lock d up whhin her Legs and Arme; 
Bent are our Minds, and all gur Thooghtson lie, 
Juſt lab'ring in the Pang 8 of free | 
At once, like Miſers, — in their __ 

In full. Poſſeſſion; nel, ; #36 715 


Taxvs with repeated Plenſeres, white we waſte 
Our happy Hours, that like thort Minutes paſty - 
To ſuch a Sum of Blifs our Joys mount; 
The Number now becomes too great to ct. 
Silent as Night, are all fincereft Jays s * ith Lie? 
Like deepeſt Waters running with” may Noiſe,” 
But now at laſt, for Want of farther Force; * 12 ; "i 
From Deeds, alas! ue fall into Diſcduffe: i 
A Fall, which each - us in dun — . 
I greater Fali than tut of Kings from 1. ee 
The Tide of Pleaſure flowing now no more, "4 
We lie like Fith left gaſping en the SHhore: : 
And now, as after fighting, Wounds appear, 2 
Which we in Hem, id Gerl, or fer. EF 
is | :.G3 is 
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gt 


Jang for ber Sake; intreats me tb give oer, 


2 et for mine, would gladly ſuffer more:! 
ords are coy, While all her: Motions woo, 3 | 


"And whats aſks-me,: if it pleaſe it me 0 * 81 
1 rage to :lhew how well, but twill not do- 1 


Tus would hot Love run itſelf out of = 
Nan nd wanting Reſt, find it too ſoon in Death; 

id not wife Nature wi a gentle Force, 
Reſtrain irs Rage, and ſtop its headlong Courſes t. 
Indulgently ſevere, ſbe well does ſpare 

This . hers, that moſt deſerves her Care. 


CRE aged eee ee 


eee EnJoYMENT. 


RUITION was. the Quettion in Debate, 
1 like ſo hot a Caſuiſt I ſtate, | 
my Freedom urg d as my Offence, 
3 — my Reaſon to ſubdue my Senſe; 
et this angry Cloud, that did proclaim 
Vail es of Thunder, melted into Rain; 


And this adult rate Stamp of ſeeming nice, 


Made feigned Virtue but a Bawd to Vice; 
For, by. a Compliment that's ſeldom known, 
She thrufts me out, and yet invites me Home; 
And theſe Denials but advance Delight, 

As Prohibition ſharpens Appetite, bn 

For the kind Curtain raifing 8 

To wonder at die opening of Scene, 


When of her Breaft her Hand: the Guardians were, 


Yet I ſalute each ſullen OnrFicER ; 

Tho', like the flaming Sword before. my Eyes, 
They block the Paſſage to my Paradiſe ; 

Nor — thoſe Tyrant - Hands fo guard the Coin, 


But Love, — t cannot ä may "Oy 


For 
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Carl of - ROCHESTER, -79 
For tho' her Breafts are hid, ber Lips are Prize,” 17 
To make me rich beyond m Ava rice: 
Yet my Ambition my Affection fed, 1 
To conquer both the "I lite Riſe ond. the er 
Th' Event prov'd true, for on the Bed the fate, in | 
And ſeem'd to court what ſhe had ſeem' d to hate 5+ + 
Heat of Reſiſtance had increaſed her Fire, | 
And weak Defence is turn'd to ftrong Deſire. 
What unkind Influence could interpoſe, - la 
8 two ſuch Stars did in Conjunction __ 7 4 
— * haſty Zeal my Hopes did foil, 
to feed her Lamp, 1 ſpilt. my Oil ; 1 
400 hos which moſt Reproach upon me hurl! J, 1 
Was dead to her, gives Life to all the World; 
Nature's chief Prop, and Motion's primeſt Source, 
In me loſt both their Figure and their Force. 
Sad Conqueſt when it is the Victor's Fate, 
To die at th Entrance of the op ning Gate: 
Like prudent * had we lad p | 
A common Stock by. w&'ad improv d'our: Trade; 
But like a rrodigal Heir, 1 ſpent -by-th' bye,. 
What, Home- directed, would ſerve het and * £59 
When next in ſuch Affaults 1 chance to be, 5 
Give me leſs Vigour, more Activity; 
For Love turns impotent, when ſtrain · d too high 
His very Cordials make him ſooner die, 
Evaporates in Fume che Pire too great; 
Love's Chymiſtry thrives belt 3 in "ou Hear, 
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A SATIRE: _ MARRIAGE, 


USBE AND! thou dull unpitied Mifcreant, , * 
Wedded to Noiſe, to Miſery, and Want; 

Id an eternal Vaſſal for thy Life, 

Oblig'd to — and to hate a Wiſe: 


Drudge 
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Drudge on till Fifty at thy own Expence, Faris. 1 

Breathe out thy Life in one Impertinence: 180 
Repeat thy loath d Embraces ev ry Night, 

Prompted to act by. Duty, not Delight: 

Chriſten by forward 'Bantling once a-Vear, 
And cat efu ly thy ſpurious Mine rear: 

Go once a-Week t6 fee the Brat at Nurſe, 

And let the young Impoſtor drain thy Purſe : 

* Hedge-Sparrow like, what Cuekoos have begot, 

Do thou maintain, incorrigibte 8 | 

Oh ! I could ciuſe the Pimp, (who could do le?) 

He's beneath Fiiy, and beyond Redreſs. 

Pox on him, let him go, what can IL ſay ? | 

 Anathemas on him are thrown away. 

The Wretch is marry'd, and hath known the worſt, 
And his great Bleſſing is, he can't be curſt, 

Marriage © Hell _ Furies } name it not; 
Hence ! hence! ye hou Cheats; a-Plot! a Plot! 
Marriage ! "Tis but a licens d Way to ſin; 

A Nooſe to catch religious Woodcocks in; 

Or the Nick -Name of Love's, malicious rea 
Begot in Hell to perſecute Mankind. | 

Tis the Deſtroyer of our Peace and.Health, 
Miſ-ſpender of our Time, our Strength and Wealth; 
The — of Valour, Wit, Mirth, all 

That we can virtuous, good, or ao, | 

By Day, tis nothing but an endleſs Noiſe, 

By Night, the Eccho of forgotten Joys: 

Abroad, the Sport and Wonder of the Crowd, 

At Home, the hourly Breack of what they vod: 

In Vouth, tis Optun to our luſtful Rage, 
Which keps a-while, but wakes again in Age ; 

It heaps dn all Men much, but ufeleſs Care, 

For with more Trouble they lefs happy are. 

Ye Gops; that Man by his own ſlay avid Low, 

Should on himfelf ſuch Ihcomvenicnce: trans ? 


And 1 tow rt il unmarricd, thou, n ſafe. | 


* 
* 4 Þ 
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H he would wiſer Nature's Laws obey, 
Thoſe chalk bim out à far more * Wa. 
When laſty Youth and potent Wine confpire. © 


To fan the Blood into a gen tous Fire, © + - {| 


We mult not think the Gallant will endure _ 

The puiſſant ſſue of his Calenture. 2 
Nor always in his fingle Pleaſures burn, 

Tho' Nature's Hand-Maid ſometimes ferves the Tn. 
No, he muſt have a fprightly youthful Wench.” * © 


In equal Floods of - Loye his Flames to quench; _ 


One that will hold him in her claſping Arms, 


And in that Circle all his Spirits charms, 2 


That with new Motion and unpractis d. Art, 
Can raiſe the Soul, and re- inſnare his Heart. 
Hence ſpring the Noble, Fortunate and Greats. ' 4 


Always begot in Paſſion and in Heat, not 
ſt Ofspring of the Marriage- BS ..-.-- 4 5 


But the du 
What is it; but a human Piece of Lead? 
A ſottiſh Lump, engender d of all Illsy -: >, 17 
Begot, like Cats, againſt their Fathers Wills d- | 
If it be baſtardiz d, tis doubly ſpoii dj, 1 
The Mother's Fear's email d upon, the Child 3 LD 
Thus; whether illegitigjate ot not, | 0] 
Cowards and Fools in Wedlcck are be. tt 
Let no enobled Soul himſelf debate, 3» 
By lawful Means to baſtardize his Race; a 5 17 
But if he muſt pay Nature's Lebt in Kind, 12 


To check his eager Paſlion, let him int 1 } 
Some willing remale out; who, tho)he he, 

The very Dregs-and Scum of Infamy; - , Wy 
Tho' the be Links y- Woolſey, Baud ot Mhore. 


Cloſe- Stool to Ve, NUS, Nature's "Common-Shore, 
Impudent, fooliſh, rotten with 'Difeaſe, +. 1+ 77 
The Sunday-Crack of Suburb, * Prentices z : 1 
What then? She's better than a Wife by Half -. 
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With Whores thou can'ſt but venture; what thou'ft loſt 
May be redeem'd again, with Cafe and Coft. 

But a damn'd Wirk, b'inevitable Fate, 

Deſtroys Soul, Body, Credit and Eftate. 
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The RREsTORATIONMW: Or, The Hiſtory of 
Ixszrips. A Lampoon, | 


ASTE, pious, prudent Charles the Setond, | 
The Miracle of thy Reſtoration, | 


May like do that of Quiails be recken'd, 
Rain d en the 8 Nation: 1 
The wiſh'd-for Bleſſing from Heaven ſent, 


| Became their Curſe and Puniſhment, . 


4 
r 34%), 19:88 TEE) 

The Virtues in Thee, Charles, inherent, c 
Altho' thy Count'hance be an odd Piece, 

Prove thee as trite a God's Vicegerent, | þ 
As e'er was Harry with his Cod-Piece: | \ 

For Chaſtity and pious Deeds, | 

His Grande Harry, Charles exceeds. 


AL 100 L 
Our Romiſh Bondage-breaker, Harty, 
Eſpouſed Half a Dozen Wives:. + | H 
Charles only One reſolv'd to marty, 
And other Mens he never — :; Si 
Yet has he Sons and Daughters more, L. 
Than e'tt had Harry . Ar 
| Never was ſuch a Faith's Defenders 
| He, like à politic Prince, in@'pious,, H, 
+ Gives Liberty to Conſoience dender, 
1 And dots to no-Religion tie us; b * 
' a Chriſiians, Turks, Papift:, he E pleaſe us He 


a ith Mgfes, Makhomet, or Feſus. 
| V. In 


T. In 


Karl of ROYA BSH ER. 83 
V. 1 | | 
In all Affairs of Church or State rte ren 
He very zealous is, and able, Kant! 
Devout at Pray'rs, and fits up late 
At the Cabal and Council-Table,  - 
His very Dog, «t Council- Board, 
Sics grave and wile as any Lord. 
VI, | | 
Let Charles Policy no Man flour, 
The wiſeſt Kings have all fome Folly; | 
Nor let his Piety any doubt; oils 
Charles, like a Soy reign, Wiſe and Holy, 
Makes young Men Judges of the Bench, 
And Biſhops, thoſe that love a Wench. 
1 | 
His Father's Foes he does reward, ö 
Preferring thofe that cut off s Head; 
Old Cavaliers, the Crown's beft Guard, 
He lets them ſtarve for Want of Bread, 
Never was any King endu dai 
With ſo much Grace and Gratitude, 
p VIII. 
Blood, that wears Treaſon in his Face, 
Villain compleat in Parſon's Gown, 
How much is be at Court in Grace, 
For ſtealing Ormond and the Crown 


Since Loyalty does no Man Good 
Let's ſteal the King, and out-do Bloog. 


IX. 
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A Parliament of Knaves and Sots 


(Members, by Names, you muſt not mention} 
He keeps in Pay, and buys their Votes, . 
w— with a Place, there with a Penfion: 
en to give Money he can't getfogue em, 
He does with Scorn prarogue; prorogue em. 
X. But 


— 
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: | X. | 
But they long fince, by too much giving, 
Undid, betray'd, and ſold the Nation, 
Making their Memberſhips a Living, 
Better than ever was Sequeſtration. 
God give Thee, Charlee, a Reſolution + 
To damn the Knaves by Diſſolution. 


XI, 


Fame is not grounded on Succeſs, ' ö 
Tho' Vi gories were Cæſar's Glory; 
Loft Battles make not Pompey leſs, 
But left him ſtiled Great in Story. 
Malicious Fate does oft” deviſe 
To beat the Brave, and fool the Wiſe. 


- XII. At . % 
Charles in the firſt Dutch War ſtood fair * 
To have been Sov reign-of the Deep, 
When Opdam blew up in the Air. 
Had not his Highneſs gone to fleep::/ 1, 
Our Fleet ſlack d Sails, fearing his Waking, 
The Dutck had elſe been in ſad Taking. | 


XIII. 
The Bergen Bus neſs was well laid, 20 2 Ah C 
Tho' we paid dear for that Deſign; + orb 
Had we not Three Days parlving ftaid, _- T 
The Dutch Fleet there, Charles, had been Thine : 
Tho' the falſe Dane agreed to ſell em, B 
He cheated us, and ſaved Skellum. M4 * 
XIV. | | 
Had not Charles ſweetly chous'd the Hates, Th 
By Bergen Baffle grew more wiſe; | 
Pe 4 made 'em ſhit as ſmall as Rats, Sor 
( 


By their rich Smyrna Fleet's Surprize : 

Had haughty Holmes but call 'd in Spragg, 
 Han's had been put into a Bag. 4. ot | 
*: io « | | XV. Miſts, 


ls, 


. Burl of Roexesren 


_— . 
Miſts, Storms, ſhort Victuals, adverſe Winds, 
And once, the Navy's wiſe Diviſion, 
Defeated Charles's beſt Defigns, - 
Till he became his Foes Derifions 
But He had ſwing'd the Dutch at Chathain, | I 
nan... em. * 


XVI,” - 

Qur Black-Heath Hoſt, without 
(Rais d, put on Board, why! no 
Muſt Charles have render d ablolute 
Over his Subjects or his Foes: 
Had not the French King made us Fools, 


By taking Maeftricht with our Tools ? 218 


XVII. 


But, Charles, what could thy Poli icy be, 
To run ſo many fad Diſtaſters? b_ 1,267 


To join thy Fleet with falſe q Efree: ? 
To make the French — Holland Maſters ? - 


Was't Carewell, Brother James, or Tes gue, 283 


That made Thee break the 7 W 2 2 
XVIIL,/ 


Could Robin Viner bave foreſeen 
The glorious Ttiumphs of his Maſter ;, 
The Mool-Churel Statue Gold had been, 
Which now is made of Alabaſter, 
But wife Men think, had it been Wood, 


'Twere for a Bankrupt King too good. - 
XIX, 


Thoſe that the Fabric well confider, | 


Do of it diverſly diſcourſe ; 
Some paſs their Cenſure on the Rider, 
Others their Judgment on the Horſe. 
Moſt ſay, the Steed's a goodly Thing, . 


But all agree, tis a lewd King. 13 


os) 5 
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SIS 
By the Lord-Ma and his grave 
"Freeman of! — Chenle: is made: 
Then'to Whitehall a rich Gold Box: comes, 
Which was beſt od on the Fneuch jade: 
But wonder net it ſhould be ſo, Siis, 
When Monarchs rank heanlclves with Grocers ? 
XXI. 
Cringe, ſcrape, no- more, Ci bo þ 
Leaye-oltyour 3 — Needles, a 
Beat up yout Drums, ſhut up 8 
The Court ourtiers then will kiſs your Breeches. 
Arm 14d, tell the Popiſu Duke that rules, 
You te free-born Subjects, not French Myles. . 
| XXII. 
New U oftarts, Baſtards, Pimps, and W 
That. Locuſts like, devour the Land, 
By ſbutting up th Exchequer Doors, 
When there our M was trapann d: 
Have render d Charles s Reſtoration. 
But a ſmall Bleſſing to the Nation, 
XXIII. 
Then, Charles, beware of thy Brother York, 
Who to thy Government gives An. 3 
If once we fall to the old 8 
You muſt again both to — 
Where, ſpite of all chat wauld — you, 
Grown wiſe by Wrongs, we ſhould abhor you. 


If, of all Chriftian Blood, the Guile: -: | 
Cries loud for Vengeance. N 
That Sea by treach rous Ent E 
Can never be by God f orgl en: 
Worſe Scourge unto his Su Subetts, Lord! 
Than Feſt lence, Famine, Fire or Sword. 


XXV. That 
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hat 
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XXV, 32 
That falſe rapacious Wolf of France, | * 
The Scourge of Europe, and its Curſe, 1. 
Who at his Subjects Cries does dunce, 
Andi ſtudies how to make them worſg - 
To ſay ſuch Kings, Lord, rule by thee, 
Were moſt religious Blaſphemy. 
XX VL. 
Such know no Law, but their own Lufts 
Their Subjects Sadftance, and their Blood, 
They count it 'Tribute due and juſt, 
\ Sill 1 and 2768 ſor Subjects Good. 
8 * — 
The Devil m may ir * Lord's Anointed. 
Nun. 
Such kin gs! curs'd be the Power and Name, 
Let all the World benceforth abtor em; 
Monfterf, which Knaves facred proclaim, 
And then , like Slaves, fall down before em. 


What can there be in Kings Divine? — 


The moſt are Wolves, Goats, Sheep, or Swine... 
XXVIH. 
Then farewell, Sacred Majeſty, 
Let's pull all brutifh Tyrants Gown ; 
Where Men ate born, and ſtill live free, 
There ev ry. Head doth wear a Cron: 
Mankind, like miſerable Frogs, . 
Prove wretched, King'd 2 Storks and 9 


— — 
— 
— 


8 0 N 8 
18 101 
HERE is he gone, whom 00 5 | 
| The God-like Man I ſee no more; 
Yet, without Reſt, his Tyrant Charms 
Beats. in my Heart till new Alara. 


H 2 _ Ang, 
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II. 
Aſſiſt, dear Honor, take my Part 
Or I am loft, with all —. Art; 


Tear bis Idea from 1 
Tho with it 1 am more than bleſt. | 
III. 
My Reaſon, too, prepare thy Arms, 
Leſt he return with greater Charms; 
Love's fatal and impriſon'd Dart. 
Draw from my tender bleeding Heart. 


ee 
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J. | : | 7 
e DON bad Law e . 5 


C11 FFORD was bold and brave; 
BENNET' grave Looks was a Pretence, 


££ 


And DAN UVS matchlcfs Impudence . * ' » | b, 
Help'd to ſupport the Knave. | < 

BE, | {ab Wo RIFT e WR 

| Tl 


But SUNDERLAN D, GoDoLeHIN, Lon v. 
Theſe u ill appear ſuch Chits in Story, 
Tvill turn all Politics to Jeſts, 


Jo es repeated like Joun Dory, 
hen F 3 ing at Feaſts, 


a. *- 
Protect us * Providerce! 
What would” theſe mad Men have ?. \ 
Firſt they would brite us withour- 8 ; 
Deceive us without common Bßenſe, 


— } 1215 zi N 
0 A 4 IV. Shall 


1 


Y 
at 


Shifting about, grow tefs and-lefs, 2 


. 


* 
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8 W | 
Shall free born Men, in humble Awe, 
Submit to ſervile Shame? 
Who from Confent and Cuſtom drar 1004588 21 
The ſame Right to be fuld by Law, 5:26 
Which Kings rec na 1 #4 9.18 


The Dux E ſhall-wield bis conq'rin Swords, 0p 
The Chancellor * make his Seecß: 2 


The KiM e ſhall paſs his honeft Word, 94 
The pawn'd Revenue Sums afford, e OM 
And then come kiſs 71 Breech.. Fe 
$0 have I ſeen à King at Chefs, ee 5d 


His Rooks and Knights withdrawn; 
His Queen and Biſhops in Diſtreſs, 


With here and there a Pawn, 


— 


2 11 * 
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b IS the Arabian Bird alone, 74 
Lives chaſte, becauſe there is but Ont & 10) 
But had kind Natute made them T'ww, 


They wou'd like Doves and Sparrows do. 
oe 
Lo RD CHANGELLOR HY DE. 


Ride, Luft, Ambition, and the People's Hate, 
The Kingdom's Broker, Ruin of the , 
H 3 N- 


—— 


of 
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_ DUNX1RKX's ſad Loſs, Divider of the Fleet, 
TANGTIER's Compounder for a barren Sheet. 
This Shrub of Gentry, married to the Crown, _ 
His Daughter to the Heir is tumbled down: _ 
The grand Deſpiſer of the Noble lies | 
. re in Duſt, as ajuſt Sacrit ce. 
T'appeaſe the injur'd King and Nation; 

Who would believe this ſudden Alteration ? 
God will revenge too, for the. Stones he took 
From aged Pauls, to make a Neft for Rock. 
More Cormorants of State, as well as he, 

We ſhortly hope in the ſame .Plight to fee. 

Go on, great Prince, thy People do rejoice ; 
Methinks I hear the Nation's total Voice, 
Applauding this Day's Action to be ſuch, 
As roafting Rump, or beating of the Dutch. 
Now, look upon the wither'd Cavaliers, 

Who, for Reward, have nothing had but Tears: 
Thanks to the Wilſhire Hog, Son of the Spitile, 
Had they but look d on, be had had but litile. 
Break up the Coffers of this hoarded Thief, 
Three Millions will be found to make him Chief 


Of Sacrilege; Ambition, Luft and Pride, 
All comprehended in the Name of Hyde; 
For which, his due Reward (Lad almoſt ſa id) 
The Nation may moſt juſtly claim his Head. 


e 


 Fritten under NRLL 's Picture. 


9 exquifite a Whore, 

That in the Belly of her Mother, 

She 1 her ſo right before, 
Father — them both together. 


. 
* 
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That I now cou ' d, by ſome Chywic * 
To Sperm convert my Vitals and my Heart, 


* - 4 
» 


| That at one Thruſt | might my Soul tranſlate; 


And in the Womb myfelf regenerate : 
There ſteep d in Luſt, m— onths I wou'd remain ; : 


| Then boldly —— my Paiſage our again. 


Stk Roth K 
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Againſt the 
Diſturbers of the Pit. 


Entle Reproofs have long been try di in wk a 
Men but deſpiſe us, while we but complain; 


A weak Refiſtance ftill provokes their Pride, 
And cannot ſtem the Fierceneſs of the Tide. 
Laughers, Buffoons, with an unthinking _ A 
Of 1 Fools, impertinent and loud. 
Inſult in ev'ry Corner. Want of Senſe, 
Confirm'd with an outlandiſh Tmpudence, 
Among the rude Diſturbers of the Pit, 
Have introduc'd ill Breeding and falſe Wit. 


Such Numbers ate concern'd for the wrong Side; © } 


46 


— * 


To boaft their Lewdnefs here, young Scow'rers wet, | 


And all the vile Companions of a Street, 

Keep a perpetual Bawling at the Door, | 
Who beat the Bawdlaſt Night? Who bilkt the Whore ? 
They ſnarl, but neither fight, nor pay a Farthing ? 


A Flay-Houſe i is become a meer Bear-Garden, | 
Where 


_ 
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Where ev'ry one with Infolence enjoys 
His Liberty and Property of Noiſe. | 
Should true Senſe, with revengeful Fire come down, 
Our Sodom wants Ten Men to ſave the Town. 

Each Pariſh is infected; to be clear, 


* 


We muſt loſe more, than when the Plague was here. 


While ev'ry little Thing perks up fo foon, 

That at Fourteen it hectors up and down, A 

With — beſt Cheats, and the worſt Whores in 
Own; 5 : 

Sears at a Play, who ſhould be whipt at School, 

The Foplings mult in Time giow up to Rule; f 

The Faſhion muſt prevail io be a Fool, —-.. 

Some pow'rſul Muſe, inſpir d for our Defence, 

Ariſe, and ſave a little oommon Senfe. - 

In fuch a Cauſe, let thy keen Satire bite, 

Where Indignation bids thy Genius write ; 

Mark a bold leading Coxcomb of the Town, 

Firſt fingle out the Beaſt, then hunt him down ; 

Hang up his mangled Carcaſs on the Stage, 

To fright away the Vermin of the Age. 


ACROSTIC. 


| A Knight delights in hardy Deeds of Arms; 
Perhaps a Lady loves-ſweet Muſic's Charms, 

ich Men in Store of Wealth delighted be ; 

Infants love' dandling on the Mother's Knee, 

Coy Maids love ſomething, nothing IHN expreſs ; 

Keep the firſt Letters of theſe Lines, and gueſs, 
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In Defence of SATIRE. 
By Sir CARR'S CROOPE, - 


- 


7 


HenShateſpear, Johnſon, Fletcher, rul'dthe Stage, 
They took ſo bold a Freedom with the Age, 

That there was ſcarce a Knave or Fool in Town 
Of any Note, but had his Picture ſhown, _ 
And (without doubt) tho'. fome it may offend, 
Nothing helps more than Satire to amend 
III Manners, or is trulier Virtue's Friend. c 
Princes may Laws ordain, Prieſts gravely preach, 
But Poets more fucceſhvely will teach: | 
For, as the Paſing Bell frights from his Meat 
The greedy fick Man, that teo much would eat ; 
So, when a Vice ridiculous is made, | 
Out Neighbour's Shame keeps us from growing bad. 
But wholeſome Remedies few Palates pleafe, ©, 
Men rather love what flatters their Diſeaſe; _ 
Pimps, Parafites, Buffoons, and all the Crew, © * 
That under F. iendſhip's Name weak Man undo, 
Find their falfe Serv ioe kindlier underftoed, © + 
That ſuch as tell bold Truths to do us Good; 
Look where you will, and you will hardly fing 
A Man without ſome Sickneſs of the Mind, ' © © 
In vain we wife would ſeem, while ey'ry Luſt, 
Whiſks us about, as Whirlwinds do the Duſt. 


Hers, for ſome needleſs Gain, a Wretch is hurl'd 
From Pole to Pole, and flav'd about the World; 
While the Reward of all his Pains and Care 
Und in that deſpicable Thing, his Heir. 

In ERx a vain Fop mortgages all his Land, 
To buy that gaudy Thing, call'd @ Command ; 
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To ride a Cockhorſe, wear a Scarf at's Arſe, 
And play Jacł · Pudding in a May-Day Farce. 


A a7 as A 


HRE one, whom God to make a Foot thought 


t 
In ſpite of Providenae will be a Wit; 
But wanting Strengih t'uphold his ill made Choice, 
Sets up with Leweneſs, Blaſphemy and Noiſe. 
There at his Miftreſs' Feet a Lover licy, 
And for a tawdry painted Baby dies; 
Falls on his Knees, adores, and is afraid 
Of the vain Idol he himſelf has made. 
Theſe, and a thouſand Fools not mention'd here, 
— — aw 1 becauſe — Poets fear. 1 
ake heed, they cry, yonder mad will bite, 
He cares not Eu bg falls on in bie Pi 3 
Came but in's Way, and ſtrait᷑ a new Lampoon, 
Shall ſpresd your mangled Fame about the . 


By r why am I thus Bug: bear to you alf F 
My Pen is dipp d in no ſuch bitter Gall. | 
He that can rail at one he calls his Friend, Ft 
Or hear him abſent wrong d, and not defend; 2 * 

Who, for the Sake of ſome ill - natur d Jeſt, A 
Tells what he ſhould conceal, invents the roſt; E. 
To fatal Midnight. Quarrels can betray II 
His brave ® Companion, and then run away, | 

Leaving him to be murder'd in the Street, 

Then put it off, with ſome Buffoon Conceit. ;; 
This, this is He, you ſhould beware of all; 

Yet him a pleaſant witty Man you call! 
To ubet your dull Debauches, up and down 
You ſeek him, as top Fidler of the Town. 
But if | laugh, when your Court-Coxcombs ſhow, 
To ſee the booty Sotws dance Provee,, 


QEPC> Serre 
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Or chatt' ring Porus from the Side - Box grin, 

Trick'd like 2 Monkey new made clean, 

To me the Name of Railer ſtrait you give, 

Call me 2 Man, that knows not how to live. 


Bur Wenches to their Keepers true fhall turn; 
Stale Maids of Honor proffer'd Huſbands ſcorn; 
Great Stateſmen Flattery and Clinches hate, 
And, long in Oſſioe, die without Eftate ; 3 
Againſt a Bribe Court- Judges ſhall decide 
The City-Knavery, the Clergy Pride, 
{er that black Malice in my Rhimes you find, 
Which wrongs an honeft Man, or hurts 2 Friend. 
But then, pe youll fay, Why did you-write? 
What — all harmleſs Mirth, the World calls 
pre. 
Why ſhould your Fingers ch to have a Laſh 
At Simius the Buffoon, or Cully Baſt? 
What is't to you, if Alidores fine Whore 
Lies with ſome Fop, while he's ſhut out of Door? 
Conftder too, that dang'rous r Wit, 
Frights a whole Million, when ſome few you hit. 
Whip but a Cur, as you ride through a Town, 
And ftrait his Fellow-Curs his Quarrel own. 
Each Knave; or Fool, that conſcious of a Crime, 


Though now he ſcapes, looks for't another Time, 


Six, I confeſs all you have ſaid is true; 
But who has not ſome Folly to purſue ? | 
Milo turn'd Quixote, fancy d Battles fights, | 
When the fifth Bottle had increas'd the Lights, 


WxrLIKE Dirt-Pies our Hero Paris forms, 
Which defp'rate  Brffus without Armour: ftorms. 


Cornus, che kindeſt Huſband e er was born, 
Sill courts the Spark that does his Brows adarn ; 
| nvites 


The Earl © 
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Invites him home to dine, and fills his Veins 


With the hot Blood which his dear Doxy drains, 


Grandio ow thinks himſelf a * Gereos, 
Goggles his Eyes, writes Letters up and down, 

And ih his ſaucy Love plagues all the Town ; 
Whilſt pleas'd to have his Vanity thus fed, _ 

He's caught with Goſwell, that old Ha \ a-bed, - 
But, ſhould 1 all the crying Follies tell, "4 


That rouſe the ſleeping Satyr from his Cell, 


to my Reader as tedious prove, 

As that old Spark, Albanus in making Love; 
Or florid * Reſcius, when with ſome ſmooth F lam S 
He gravely on the Public frives to ſham. - 


HoLp then, my Muſe; tis Time to make an End, 
Lek taxing others, thou thyſelf offend. | 
The World's a Wood, in which all loſe their Way, | 


Tho' by a different Path each goes aſtray, 


RYE RU REL RY RL RY 


the Allnoing SATIRE. 


T2 rack and torture thy unmeaning Brain, 

In Satire's Praiſe, to a low untun d Strain, 

In thee was moſt impertinent and vain. | 
When in thy Perſon we moſt plainly ſee 

Satires are of divine Authority ; 
For Gon made one of Man, when he made Thee. 
To ſhew there are ſome Men, as there are Apes, 
Fram'd for meer . who. differ but in Shapes; 


In 
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In thee are all theſe Contradictions join d, 
That makes an Afs prodigious and refin'd. 
A Lump deform'd and ſhapeleſs wert thou born, 
Begct in-Love's Deſpite and Nature's Scorn, 
And art grown up the moſt ungrateful Wight, I. 
Harſh to the Ear, and hideous to the Sight; } 
Yet Love's thy Bufineſs, Beauty thy Delight. . 
Curſe on that filly Hour that firſt inſpir _ , 
Thy Madneſs, to pretend to be admir jj 
To paint thy grifley Face, to dance, to dreſs, I. 
Pal all thoſe aukward FollieFthat expreſs | 
Thy loathſome Love, and filthy Daintineſs ; 
o needs will be an ugly Beau Garcon, 

Spit at, and ſhun'd by ev'ry Girl in Town; ; 

here dreadful Love's Scare-Crow thou art plac d, 
To fright the tender Flock that long to taſte; _ 
While ev'ry coming Maid, when you appear, 
Starts by for Shame, and firait turns Chaſte for 
For none ſo poor, or Proftitute had provid,  _ 
Where you made Love, tendure to be below!“ C. 
Twere Labour loſt, or elſe I would adviſe ; 
But thy half Wit will ne'er kt thee be wiſe: . 
Half witty, and half mad, and ſcarce half brave, 
Half honeſt, which is very much a Enayez —_ 
Made up of all theſe Halves, thou can't not paſs 
For any Thing entire, but for an Ass, | 


Spoken Extempore to a Country Clerk, after 
having heard him Sing Pſalms. | 


Ternhold and Hopkins had great Qualms 
When they tranſlated David's Pſalms, 
To make the Heart full glad ; | 

But had it been poor David's Fate, 

To hear thee fing, and them tranſlate, 

By G—d 't had made him mad, 
ol, I. SLY 
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F a great Heroiue I mean to tell, 


F 


O And by what juſt Degrees her Titles ſwell, 
To Mrs. Nelly grown, from Cinder Nell. 
Much did ſhe ſuffer firſt on Bulk and Stage, 
From the Black-Guard and Bullies of the Age; 
. more her growing Virtue did ſuſtain, 

ile dear Chark: Hari and Buckhurft ſu'd in vain, ® 
In vain they ſu'd ; curs'd be the envious Tongue, | 
That her undoubted Chaftity would wrong. 
For, ſhould we Fame believe, we then might ſay, 
That Thoufands lay with her, as well as : 
But, Fame, thou Iy/ſt; for her Prophetic Mind 
Forefaw her Greatneſs, Fate had well defign'd ; 
And her Ambition choſe to be before 
A virtuous Counteſs, an impartial Whore, 
E'en in her native'Dirt her Soul was high, 
And did at Crowns and ſhining Monarchs fly ; 
E'en while ſhe Cinders rak d, her ſwelling Breaft 
With Thoughts of glorious Yhoredom was poſleſs'd; 
Still did the dream (nor did her Birth 
Of dangling Sceptres in her. dirty Hand. 
But firſt the Baſket her fair Arm did ſuit, 
Laden with Pippins and Heſperian Fruit. 
This firſt Step rais'd, to th wond'ring Pit ſhe fold 
The lovely Fruit, ſmiling with Streaks of Gold. 
Fate now for her did its whole Force engage, 
And from the Pit ſhe's mounted to the Stage: 
There in full Luſtre did her Gloriesſbine, 


And, long etlips'd, ſpread farty their Ligtu dirine: 


There s 
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Mr. Hart the Player, and Lord Bust. 
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Fhere's HAK T's and Ro WIE 's Soul ſhe did en- 
fſnare, | Pa 
And made a «King a Rival to a Play'r, 
The King o'ercomes ;- and to the Royal Bed 
The Dunghil!-Offspring is in Triumph led. 
Nor let the Envious her firſt Rags object 
To her, that's now in tawd'ry Gayneſs deck d; 
Her Merit does from this much greater thow,, + 
Mounting ſo high, that took her Riſe ſo low. 9 4 
Leſs fam d that“ NzLLY was, whoſe Cuckold's 
Ra | | 3 
ä Wars did Half the World engage. 
She's now the darling Strumpet of te Croud, 
Forgets her State, and talks to them aloud ;- , 


Lays by her Greatneſs, and deſcends to prate -—- 
With thang whom ſhe's rais'd by wond'rous 
Fate; | a 4 


True to the Preteſtant Intereſt and'Cauſs,. 8 
True to th'eftabliſh'd Government and Laws; 

The choice Delight of the whole Mobile, 
Scarce Mon Mo UTa's Self is more belov'd than She. 
Was this the Cauſe that did their Quarrel move, 
That both are Rivals-in the People's Love? 

No, 'twas her matchlefs Loyalty atone, 

That bids Prince Perkin pack up, and be gone. 


IL bred thou art, ſays Prince, NeLty does 1 


Was Mrs. Bannow better bred than I? 


Thus ſneak d away the Nephew, overcome; 
By's Aunt · in- Laus ſeverer Wit firuck dumb. 


HER Virtue, Loyalty, Wit, and noble Mind, 


In the foregoing Doggrell you may find. 
I 2 9 Now 


. 
1 9ꝶ—é — 


* Helen of Troy. 
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Now, for her Piety, one Touch, and then 

To Ry MER I'll refign my Muſe and Pen ; 
"Twas this that rais'd her Charity ſo high, 

To vifit thoſe that did in Durance lie; 4 
From Oxford Priſons many did ſhe free, 
There dy d her Father, and there glory d ſhe, | 
In giving others Life and Liberty ; 

So pious a Rememb' rance ſtill ſhe bore 

E'en to the Fetters that her Father wore ; 

Nor was her Mother's Fun'ral leſs her Care, 
No Coſt, no Velvet, did the Daughter ſpare ; 
Fine gilded Scutcheons did the Hearſe enrich, 
To celebrate this Martyr of the Ditch ; 


BuRNrT Brandy did in flaming Brimmers flow, 

Drunk at hes Fun ral, while her well- pleas' d Shade 

Rejoic'd, cen in the ſober Fields below, | 
At all the Drunkenneſs her Death bad made. 


Was ever Child with ſuch a Mather bleſs'd 7 1 
Or ever Mother ſuch a Child poſſeſs d? 

Nor muſt her Couſin be forgot, preferr'd 

.From many Years Command in the Black- n. 
To be an Enfi 18; — 3 
Whoſe tatter d Colours well do repreſent” 

His firſt Eſtate ith Ragged Regiment. 


Tuus we, | in ſhort, have al! the Virtues 5 = 
Of the incomparable Madam Gwyn ;? =. 
Nor wonder, others are not with her ſhown; 


She who no Equal has, muſt be Alone. 


ke 
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The CoMmMons PzT1TION to King 
CHARLES II. 


all Humanity we crave 

Our Sovereign may be our Slave; 
And humbly beg, that he ny be 
Betray'd by us moſt loyall 5 
And if he pleaſe once to lay down 
His Scepter, Dignity and Crown, 
We'll make him, for the Time to come, 
The greateſt Prince in Chriftendom.. 


The Kins's ANSWE R. 
Ci Ak TRS of this Tiine having no Need, 


Thanks. you as much as if he did, 


WOO ny 


The RoYaAL ANGLER. 


Ethinks 1 fee the mighty IRS ſtand, 
His pliant Angle Ayr in bis Hand, 


know 
His eaſy Scepter bends and trembles ſo ;. 
Fine Repreſentation indeed! of God, 
Whoſe Scepter's dwindled to a Fiſhi Nod. 
— r in his Romas Eyes, _ as 
en his great Godſhip ſtoop'd to catching 
Bicks us ! what pretty Sport have Deities. . 


13 „ 


eas d with the Sport, good Man; nor does hey 


* 


But ſee, he now does up from Datchet come, 


Shall twice a- Day with Brandy now get drunk. 


Then liſten now, how he himſelf is caught. 


That, howe er weak and flender 


Think who they are, who would for you procure 
This great Preferment, to be made a Whore ; 


But feed her Luſt with what ſhe gets for thine, 
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Laden with Spoils of flaughter'd Gudgeon: Home. 
Nor is he warn'd by their unhappy Fate; 

But greedily he ſwallows ev'ry Bait, 

A Prey to ev'ry King-Fifher of State 

For how he Gudgeon: takes you have been taught; 


| 


So well, alas! the fatal Bait is known, 

Which RowLEy does ſo greedily take down ; 
be the String, 

Bait it with — and it will hold a King. 

Almighty Pow'r of Women ! Oh ! how vain . 

Are Salique Laws ! for you will ever reign. 

Yet LawsoN, thou, whoſe arbitrary Sway, 

Our King muſt more, than we do him, obey ; 

Who ſhortly ſhall of eaſy CuAarLEs's Breaſt, 

And of his Empire, be at once poſſeſs d. 

Tho it, indeed, appear'd a glorious Thing, 

Pow'r to command, and to enſlave'a King; 

Yet, cer the falſe Appearance has betray d 

A ſoft, believing, unexperienc'd Maid, 

Oh! yet confider, e er it be too late, 

How near you ſtand upon the Brink of Fate. 


Two rev'rend Aunts, renown'd in Britiſh Story 
For Luft and Drunkenneſs, with NEIL and Loxy : 
Theſe, theſe are they your Fame would ſacrifice, 
Your Honor fell, and you ſhall know the Price. 
My Lady Mary nothing can defign, 


Old Richmond making thee a glorious Punk, 


Her Brother BUCKINGHAM ſhall be reftor'd, 
NxzLLy a Counteſs, Lo Rx be a Lord. 

And. ſure all Honours ſhould on him be thrown, 
Both for his Father's Merit and his own ; 


Bp nd I MILO ww, v4 . 4 


For 


- 
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For Dunkirk firſt was ſold by CLAREN Do, 
And now Tangier is ſelling by the Son ; 

A barren Queen the Father brought us o'er, 
To make Way for the Son to bring a Whore, 


PorTsMOuTH's Looking-Glaſs. 7 


Ethinks I ſee you newly riſen 
From your embroider'd' Bed, and piſſing ; 
ith ſtudy d Mein and much Grimace, | 


Preſent yourſelf before your Glaſs, 

To varniſh and ſmooth o'er thoſe Graces, 
Your rubb'd off in your Night-Embraces ; 
To ſet your Bair, your Eyes, your Teeth, 
And all thoſe Charms you a e with; 
Lay Trains of Love, and State Intrigues, 

In Powders, Trimmings, and curl'd Wigs, 
And nicely chuſe, and neatly ſpread 

Upon your Cheeks the beſt French Red. 
Indeed, for Whites none can compare 

Wich thoſe you naturally wear; 

And tho her Highneſs much delights 

To laugh and talk about your W kites, 

I never could perceive your Grace 

Made Uſe of any for your Face. 

Here tis you practiſe all your Art, 

To triumph o'er a Monarch's Heart. 
Tattle, and ſmile, and wink, and twink on't, 
It almoſt makes me ſpew to think ont: 
Theſe are your Mafter-Strokes of Beauty, 
That keep poor RowIE V to hard Duty ; + 
And how can all theſe be withſtood 
By frail and am'rous Fleſh and Blood? 
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Theſe are the Charms that have bewitch'd him, 
As if a Conj'rer's Rod had ſwitch'd him; 
Made him he knows not what to do, 
But loll and fumble here with you, 
Amongſt your Ladies and his Chits, 

At Cards and Council here he fits ; 

Ye minds not how they play at either, 

Nor cares he when tis walking Weather; 
Bus neſs and Pow's he has refign'd, 
And all Things to your mighty Mind. 

Is there a Miniſter of State, 

Or any Treaſurer of late, 

That's fawning and imperious too, 

He owes his Greatneſs all to you: 
And as you fee juſt Cauſe to do't, 
You keep him in, or turn him out : A; 
Hence 'tis you that give us War and Peace, 
Raiſe Men, difband them, as you pleaſe ; 
Take away Penfions, retrench Wages, + 
For Petticoats and luſty Pages; 

Contrive and execute all Laws, ) 
Suiting the Judges to the Cauſe; 
Learn d Sc 0665s, and honett JEFFERIZS, 
A faithful Friend to you, whoe'er is; | 
He made the Jury come in Booty : 

And for your Service, would hang Doughty, 
You govern ev'ry -Meeting, * 
Make the Fools do as you think fitting : 
Your R:cyal Cully has Command, 

Only from you, at fecond Hand ; 

He does but * = er, dar, 5 
Sits there, an ves ſteer, 
And you are the bright 2 Star, 
By which they guide this Man of War; | 
Yer, without Doubt, they might conduct 

Him better, was you beer 
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Many begin to think of late, 
His Crown and C- ds have both one Date; | 


For as they fall, ſo falls the State. 
And as his Loins prove looſe and weak, 
The Reins of Government muft break, 


f 


- 
= 
” N 
7 TY 
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ken Extempore, upon receiving a Fall 

at Whitehall-Gate, by attempting fo 

kiſs the Dutcheſs of Cleveland, as oe 
| was ſtepping out 0 her Chariot. 


Y Heavens! 'twas ab en 
Firſt to attempt the Chariot of the ys. | * 
And then to fall like PnAETOR. TH 


5 0 - | . 
LAIS Juni 
4 PINDARIC. 


I, 
ET. Ancients boaſt no more 
Their Lewd Imperial 215 : 

Whoſe everlaſting Luft F347 
Surviv'd her Body's lateſt Thruſt; 1 
And when that tranfnory Duſt 
Had no more Vigour left in Store, ' 
Was Rill as freſh, and active as before. 
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| || of | 

Her Glory muſt give Place 

To one of modern Britifh Race,® 

Whoſe ev'ry daily Act exceeds 

The other's moſt tranſcendant Deeds: 

She has, at length made good, 

That there is human Fleſh and Blood, 

E'en able to out-do- i 

Andi that their loofeſt Wiſhes prompt them to. 
| HI. 4 b 

When the has jaded quite 

Her almoſt boundleſs Appetite, 

Cloy'd with the choiceſt Banquets of Delight ; 

She'll ſtill drudge on in taſteleſs Vice, | 

As if ſhe finn'd for Exerciſe ; . 

Diſabling ſtouteſt Stallions ev'ry Hour; 

And when they can perform no more, 

She Il rail at them, and kick em out of Door, 


. 
Monmouth and Cav ndifh wy; G 
As firſt did Henningham and Seroop ; 


- Nay, ſcabby Ned looks thin and pale, 
And ſturdy Frank begins to fail; | 


But Woe betide him, if he does, 

She'll ſet her Focky F on his Toes. | 

And ſhe ſhall end the Quarrel without Blows. | 
| * 1 


Now tell me, all ye Pos, 


Who e er could equal this lewd Dame of ours 
Lais herſelf muſt yield, 
And vanquiſh'd Lu c1 4 quit the Field: 


_— 


- 
=o 


— OO 


— — 


* The Dutcheſs of Cleveland; 
+ The Dutcheſs's Lap-Dog. 
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Nor can that Princeſs, one Day fam'd 

As Wonder of the Earth, 

For Minotaurur” glorious Birth, 
With Admiration any more be nam d: 
Thoſe puny Heroines of Hiſtory, | ö 
Eclips'd by her ſhall all forgotten be, 

Whilt de fro Name.confronts Eternity. 


oh Mal 7 29" nr 
J. 


Othing, thou elder Brother Een to Shade, 
Thou had'ſt a Being e er the World was TINY 


Ard (well Br d) an alone of Ending not afraid. 


II. 


Eer Time and Place were, Time and Place were not, 
When primitive Nothing ſometimes ſtrait begot, 
Then all proceed — great united, What? 


III. 


Something, the nat'ral Atribue of All, 
Sever'd from Thee, it's fole Original, 


Into 9 boundleſs Self muſt undiſtinguiſh'd fall 
IV. 


Yet Something did mighty Pow'r command, 

And from th ve Engin 's Hand | 

Lnatch' J. Men, Beafts, Bird,, Fire, Mater, Air and Land. 
V. 


Matter, the wicked ſt Off- ſpring of thy Race, 
By Form aſſiſted, flew from thy Embrace, 


And Rebel Light obſcur'd thy x rev'rend duſky Face. 
VL 1 


- 
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or VI. . 
With Form and Matter ; Time and Place did join; 
Body, thy Foe, with theſe did Leagues combine, 
To ſpoil thy peaceful Reign, and ruin all thy Line. 
4 _: | 
But Turn-coat Time aſliſts thy Foes in vain, 
And, brib'd by Thee, deſtroys their ſhort-liv'd Reign, 
And to thy hungry Womb drives back thy Slaves again. 
As VIII, | 
Theſe Myfteries are barr'd from Laic Eyes 
And the Divine alone with Warrant pries 
Into thy Beſom, where the Truth in private lies, 


IX. 
Vet this of Thee, the Wiſe may truly ſay, 
Thou from fhe YVirtuous Nothing tak'ft away; 
And to the Part of Thee, the Wicked wiſely pray. 
1 5 X. 
Great Negative, how vainly would the Wiſe 
uire, define, diſtinguiſh, teach, deviſe, 


En 

Did thou not ſtand to point their dull Philcſophics. 
| * | Ya 
I, or I: not, the two great Ends of Fate, 8 
And True or Falſe the Subject of Debate, F 
That perfect to deſtroy the vaſt Defigns of Fate. . 
XII. 

When they have rack'd the Politician's Breaſt, * 
Within thy Boſom moſt ſecurely reſt ; h 5 
And when reduc'd to Thee, are leaſt unſafe, and beſt. 'T 
3 XIII. f Th 
1 ut, Nothing, why does Something ftill permit Str 
[| That Sacred Monarchs ſhou'd at Council fir Fo 
With Perſons highly thought, at beſt, for Nothing fit? W. 
0 | XIV. De! 
| Whilſt weighty Something modeſtly abſtains (i 


- From Princes Coffers, and from Stateſmens Brains, 
And Nothing there, like flately Nothing reigns. 


* 


N. 


bs - 7 


11) 


bing 
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; . XV. 8 
Nothing, who dwell'ſt with Fools in grave Diſguiſe, 
For whom the Rev'rend Shapes and Form, deviſe, - 
Lawn Sleeves, and Furs, and Gowns, when they, like 

Thee, look wiſe, | ' 
XVI. 252 

French Truth, Dutch Proweſs, Britiſi Policy; 
Hibernian Learning, Scotch Civility, | 
Spaniards Diſpatch, Danes Wit, are mainly ſeen in 


The Great Mans Gratitude. to his beſt Friend, | 
Kings Promiſes, Whores Vows, toward Thee they tend, 
Flow ſwiftly into Thee, and in Thee ever end. 


. 
A Ramble in St. James Park. 


UCH Wine had paſt, with grave Diſcourſe, T5 
Of who——who, and who does worſe, © 
Such as you uſually do hear 5 
From them that diet at the Bear; 1 
When I, who ſtill take Care to ſee 
Drunkenneſs reliev'd by Lechery, 
Went out into St. Fame Park, | 
To cool my Head, and fire my Heart ; 4 
But tho St. James has th Honour ont, 
'Tis conſecrate tio - and 6 
There, by a moſt inceſtuous Birth, YA) 
Strange Woods ſpring from the teeming Earth ; 
For they relate how, heretofore, „ 
When ancient Pict began to whore, 
Deluded all his Aſſignation, 
(Jilting, it ſeems was then in Faſhion) 
oor penfive Lover in this Place 
Wou d upon his Mother's Face; 
Vol. I. N | 


Whence 


—_ 
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Whence Rows of Mandrakes tall did riſe, 
Whoſe lewd Tops the very Skies. 
Each imitative Branch does wine 
In ſome lov'd Fold of Ax ETIR ; 
And nightly now beneath their Shade, 
Are Bugg ries, Rapes, and Inceſts made. 
Unto this All- ſin ſhelt ring Grove, 
Whores of the Bulk, and the Alcove, > 
Great Ladies, Chamber- Mzids, and Drudges, 
The Rag-Picker, and Heireſs trudges ; 
Carmen, Divines, great Lords, and Taylors, 
Pimps, Poets, 'Prentices, and Jallors, 
Foot - Boys, ſine Fops, do here arrive, 
And N e — 
Along theſe hallow'd Walks it was, 
| That Lbebeld CoRINNA paſs; 
Whoever had been by to ſee 
The proud Diſdain ſhe caſt on me, 
Thro charming Eyes, he would have ſwore, + 
She dropp'd from Heav'n that very Hour, 
Forfaking the Divine Abode, 
In Scorn of ſome 09.999 Tom | 
But mark what Creatures Women are, 
So infinitely vile and fair ? 


' Taxxx Knights o' th Elbow and the Stur, 
With wriggling Tails made up to her: 


Taz firſt was of your Whitehall Blades, 
Near Kin to th Mother of the Maids; 
Grac d by whoſe Favour he was able 
To bring a Friend to th Waiters Table, 
Where he had heard Sir Edward Sutton, ( 
Say how the They Banſfted Mutton ; 

Since when, he'd ne er be brought to eat: | 
By's Good-will any other Meat. 
In this, as well as all the reft, 


He ventures to do like the Beck ; 


- 
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But wanting common Senſe, ih Ingredient. 
In = not leaſt expedient, 
Converts abortive. Imitation — 

To univerſal Affectat ĩon: 

So he not only eats. and talks, 

But feels and fmells, fits down and walks; 
Nay, looks and lives, and loves by Rote, 
In an old taudry Birth-Day: Coat. 


Tax ſecond was a Grays-Inn Mis,“ 
A great Inhabiter of the Pit. 
Where, Critic-like; he fits e 
Steals Pocket-Handkerchiefs and Hints 
From's Net and the Comedy, 
To court and pay his Landlady, 


Tas third, a Lady's eldaſt Son, 
Within few Years of Twenty one, 
Who hopes, from bis * Fate, 
Againſt he comes to his Eſtate, 
By theſe two Worthies to be made - 
A moſt accompliſh d tearing Blade. 
One in a Strain twixt Tune and Nonſenſe, 
Cries, Madim, I have lev d you long fince ; 
Permit me your fair Hand 10 fe | 
When at her Mouth, her ſays Tes. 


In ſhort, without much more ado, 
Joyful and pleas d away ſhe flew: 
And with three confounded Aﬀes, 


From Park to Hackney-Coach ſhe paſſes, 


So a proud Bitch does lead about 
Of humble Curs the am'rous Rout, 


: 
— * — * — 


* —e— — 


Captain . 
| 2 5; 
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Who moſt obſequiouſty do hurit 
The ſav'ry Scent of Salt- ſwoln —— 
Some Pow'r more patient, now relate, 
The Senſe of this ſurprizing Fate. 
Gods ! that a Thing admir'd by me, 
Should taſte ſo — of Infamy ! | 
Had ſhe pick'd out, to rub her A—— on, 
Some luſty Clown, or well-hung Parſon ; 
Each Jobb of whoſe ſpermatic Juice, 
Had fill'd her with wholefome Juice, 
I the Proceeding ſhou'd have prais'd, 
In Hope ſhe'ad quench'd the Fire I rais'd : 
Such nat'ral Freedoms are but juſt, 
There's ſomething gen rous in mere Luſt : 
But to turn damn d abandon'd Jade, | 
When neither Head nor Tail perfuade ; _ 
To be a Whore in Underſtanding, 

A paſſive Pot for Fools to —— in; 
The Devil play'd Booty ſure with thee, 
To bring a Blot of Infamy, _ © 
But why was I, of all Mankind, 
To fo ſevere a Fate defign'd? - 
Ungrateful! Why this Treachery 
To humble, fond, believing Me, 
Who gave you Privileges above 
The nice Allowances of Love; 
Did ever I refuſe to bear A LR Re 
The meaneft Part your Luft cou'd ſpare ? 
When your lewd — came ſpewing Home, 
Drench d with the — of Half the Town. 
My Dram of was ſupp'd up after, 
For the digeſtive Surfeit-Water. 
Full gorged at another Time, 
With a vaſt Meal of naſty Slime, 
Which your devouring —— had drawn 
From Porters Backs and Footmens Brawa, 

I was content to ſerve you up 


My — full for your Grace-Cup z 


— cw © 
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Nor ever thought it an Abuſe, 
While you had Pleaſure for Excuſe, 
You that cou d make my Heart away 
For Noiſe and Colours, and betray. 
The Secrets of my tender Hours 
To ſuch Knight-Frrant Paramours ; 
When leaning on your faithleſs Breaft, 
Wrapt in Security and Reſt, 
Soft Kindneſs all my Pow'rs did move, 
And Reaſon lay diflolv'd in Love. 
May ſtinking Vapour choak your Womb, 
Such as the Men you doat upon ; 
May your depraved Appetite, ; 
That could in whiffling Fools delight, 
Beget ſuch Frenzies in your Mind, 
You may go mad for the North Wind : 
And fixing all your Hopes upon't, 
To have him bluſter in your —— 
Turn up your long A—e. to the Air, 
And perith in a wild Deſpair. | 
But Cowar:/s ſhall forget to rant, 
School- Boys to —, old Whores to paiar ;; 
The. Jeſuits Fraterni 
Shall leave the Uſe of Buggery; -- 
Crab-Louſe, inſpir'd with Grace divine, 
From earthly Cod, to Heav'n ſhall climb; 
Phyficians ſhall believe in Feſus, 
And Diſobedience ceaſe to pleaſe us, 
E'er I deſiſt with all my Power, 
To plague this Woman and undo her. 
But my Revenge will beft be tim d 
When ſhe is marry'd, that is loin'd 
In that moſt lamentable State, 
I'll make her feel my Scorn and Hate; 
Pelt her with Scandal, Truth, or Lies, 
And ber poor Cur with Jealouſies, 
Till 1 have torn him from her Breech, 


While ſhe whines like a Dog-drawn Bitch 
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Loath'd and deprav'd, kick'd out of Town, 
Into ſome dirty Hole alone, * 

To che w the Cud of Miſery, 

And know ſhe owes it all to me. 

And may no Woman better thrive, 

Who dare prophant the —— ] —— 


0.0.0 · -...... .. 
B. AT N I NTRIGUES. 


The ARGUMENT. 


How Tall-Boy, K—P—, S—-P— did contend 

For Bridegroom D—, Friend did fight with Friend; 

But Man of God, by Laymen called Parſon, 

Contriv'd, by Turns, how each might rub her A—e 
on. NIE 


 CQAY, Heav'n-born Muſe, for only thou can'ſt tell, 
How Diſcord dire, between two Widows fell : 

hat _ the fair One, and her well-ſhap'd Mo- 
ther, ; 

Duty forget, and pious Nature ſmother : 

Who was moft modeſt, virtuous or fair, 

Was not the Cauſe of Conteſt, I dare ſwear. 

Nor Wit, nor Breeding, rais'd this Emulation ; 

Thoſe Things with them are Trifles out of Faſhion. 

Great was the Strife rais'd up by envious Fate, 

Io ruin P-— happy Reign and State. 


When R —— with evil Eye beheld . 
The three dear Friends, his Heart with Rancour 
ſwell'd, 2 N 
That in one Houſe they were, of one Accord, | 
Wanton in Bed, and riotous at Board, | 


Preferring brawny — to puny Lord; 21 


zur 


He 


Few, 1 
Told me, I muff twelve Times her Womb bedew, 


Ll 


And from their Breaſts ſweet Friendſhip to remove, 


In a foul Day from bawdy Bath he flies, 
To put in Act his haſted Enterprize. | 
I' th' Pow'r of Bliſs, where ſacred B dwells, 
There lives a Hag deep read in Charms and Spells, 
Philters and Potions, that by Magic Skill 
Can give an Eunuch Stones, and —— its Fill; 
Babes, at her Call, fly from the breeding Womb, . _ 
With Neighbuur T in loathſome Jakes to roam; 
As oft as Finger —— Tapes Pe 
The Virgin An ſhe repai:s the Gap. 

Fam'd thro' the World for the —— mending Trade 


Io her he goes, t'implore her mighty Aid; 


By Men ſhe's call'd the Mother of the Maids. | 
Hail, worthy Dame, 8.5 be) replete with Grace, 
Mother o th Maids, Daughter of noble Race ! 


Whilft Men of God to Betty Blackbourn $% ; 
a 


Mil —— and Pen with White and Black does flow, 


My lafting Verſe ſhall magnify thy Fame, 

And melting adore thy holy Name ; 

Therefore dear Mother, lend thine equal Ear 

To my „ e and favour my juft Pray r. 

There is a Place adown a gloomy Vale, 

Where burden d Nature lays her naſiy Tail; 

Ten thouſand Pilgrims thither do reſort 

For Eaſe, Diſeaſe, for Lechery and Sport : 

Thither two Beldams, and a jilting Wife, 8 

Came to —— off the tedious Hours of Life. 

I, willing to contribute to their Foy, | 

e my Mite to th' young inſatiate Toy, 
ho baniſh'd Luck, "cauſe he could not cloy, 

Her upright Dam, k —— P—, the wiſe old 


E'er her Child S P— fhould her Buttccks ſhew. f 
=o Reſolv d 
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He vow'd to break this triple League of Love, 
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'Reſelv'd to win oo Hercules) the Prize, 
b __ _ ſeour d the Kennel 'rwixt har 
gs - | 3 
The cheating Filt, at id twelfth, a dry Bob cries. 
My and I, this croſr-bit, in high Rage 
Appeal d to ti 21 ul Stictler cn the Stage; 
With that fair Tall-Boy, and bold 8— P, come, 
To ſqueeze my —— and paſs their final Doom; 
Saying, if one Priapus I could fhew, : 
One holy Relic of kind pearly Dew, 0 
T the twelfth Time K —— P --'s Arſe did ſpew, 
To their deciding Teft I did ſubmit; 
Priapus ſqueez'd, a Snow ball did emit - 
Yet theſe tuo partial Dames a dry Bob cry, 
Perform your Bagain (Peer) or — and die. 
Thus was I rok'd of twelve ſubFantial ——— 
By theſe baſe linking over-itching —— 
Your Aid, your Aid, dear Mother, me inſpire, 
With att Revenge, to feed my raging Fire. | 
The gracious Matren, fmiling on him, ſaid, 
« Be it as thoa defir ft, my dear lud Lad; 
« For this Abuſe, the Rump-fed Runts ſhall mourn, 
ill flimy — to grimy A>—hole turn.” 
her Caves Mouth a verdant Myrtle grows, 
Bearing Love's Trophies on 8 Boughs - 
The Crown of Kings were offer'd to this Shrine, 
D— and M-— of the Royal Line; | 
Fair Ladies Hearts, with mitred P —— transfix'd, 
In myſtic Manner make the Crucifix. 
To th' Tree ſhe leads him, from a Bough pulls down 
A mighty Tool, a D-— of Renown; 
A D— long and large as Hector's Lance, 
Infcrib'd, Hon ſoit qui Mal y Penſe. 
Knight of the Garter made for's vaſt Deſerts, 
As modern Hero was for's monſt'rous Parts. 


Tais, pious Son, (ſaid fhe} nail up in Box, 
By Carrier ſend it theſe Salt burning Nocks, 
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Directed thus: To th' Lady moſt deſerving, 
io as made moft Slaves, and kept moft 
flarving. 


O'tx-JoY'D with hop'd Succeſs, away he flies 
To Bath, diſguis'd, to bear the welcome Prize ; 
But when they ſaw the Image of bleſs'd Man, 
Who can expreſs how faſt, how ſwift they ran 
Each for herfelf to ſeiz't ! No Dog at Deer, 
Nor Hawk at Hern, ſhew'd ſuch a ſwift Career; 
At once they ſouſe on the beloved Prey, 
And ſworn Friends do engage in mortal Fray. 
Old K— P, dreadful to her Friends and Foes, 
Like Luxemburgh, in Back and Breaſt-Plate ſhows, 
Gigantic Tall Boy, famed in the Wef, wt 
For Corniſh Hug, to th' Fight herſelf addreſs d; 
Whilft the Child S— P— hop'd to ſteal away 
By Stratagem, the Glory of the Day, 
But all in vain, Tall-Foy with. one Hand held 
Fove's Prize, with th' other crafty S P. fell'd; 
But Looks, nor Menaces, nor cruſhing Blow, 


Cou'd make ftout K— P—— quit her lov'd Downs . 


Undaunted, ſhe maintain'd a cruel Fight, * 
For Conqueſt feratch'd and tore with all her Might. 


So have I ſeen a crump back C ab-Loufe ſlick 
With fervent Love to lick creating —:: | 
The more he pulls, the more the loving Wretch 
Dees ſtrive to ſtay, and to each Hair does catch; * 
Till murd'ring Man, enrag'd, from tears 
The Neck born Brat, and ends his hopeful Vears. 
So had it far d with XK p, had not Fate, 
Sent Man of God to end the dire Debate. 


What Rage, what Fury (ſaid he) does yeftir, 
To ſhed the Blood of Saints in cruel Mar? 
How will you make the Mother Church to mourn, 
And to Fanatics be the public Seorn. 
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For Shame, dear Souls, reſerve your noble Blood 

To ſpend with Man. Abaſh'd the Warriors ſtood, 
To ſee the holy Father in the Place.; SF, 

But firait on th Matter putting a good Face, 

Thus K — P — fpake: To you, O Rev rend Sir, 
The Fuftneſs of the * J wilt transfer ; 

A Caufe too great for 


A Cauſe for which bleſi d Saints above won 


Tux modeſt Tall. Bey ſo devout _ 

Tho' ftealing — , you'd think ſhe ſaid her Pray'rs; 

And tho ſhe ad almoſt won the bloody Field, 

With S P -— (Babe of Grace) to this does yield. 
The Cauſe being ſtated, holy Man does pray 

For a Bleſling ons Endeavours, then does . 


WHEREAS, fage Matrons, you do all agree 


ymen-vile to try; ; 
Fit for Plus Ultra: deep Divinity ; | | 
d die! 


Your Caſe io yield to my Integrity; _ 

Fitter 2 eneral Councih, than weak Mp; 

D one 2 lariful Tool, deny't who can, 

Fu prove tis made for a Meet-Help for Man; 

As unto Rector, Curate-is Afſiftant, - 3 
So D — to fall n —, when —— bas piſs d on t. 
But here's th Elect ordain'd for Propagation, 


Who trufts in this is ble in on: 
This _ done more than Tunbridge, Bath, or Ep- 
om; 


Tho ne er ſo barren, this it ſure to help em. 


Tux pulling out the Rector of the Females, 
Nine Times he bath'd him in-their piping-hot Tails, 
Panting, quoth he, Now Peace be on you all; 

7 abſent, then on D — call; 
As thoſe in Holy Church to Image pray, 
When wonder-working Saint is out o th May. 


Tu us all well plezs'd, to Church away they go, 
ON 


To ſing Te Deum for their dear . 
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ON THE 


cuakus of Hidden T reaſure. 


4 AAA DOM  — 
| QU mighty Princeſs, lovely Queen of Holes, | 


Whoſe Monarchy the braveſt Men controuls; 
Shut up in awful and majeſtic State, | 
How doſt thou make thy Adorers wait! 


 Referv'd as Prefter John, as ſeldom ſeen 


As the moſt „ pt Sultana Queen. 

Thou Crown of Senſe, nay, more Superlative, 

Thou very Quinteflence of all the Five; 

No Civet-Cat had ever ſuch a Smell, 

Thy Effence does all other Sweets excel. 

How is our Reliſh by thy Taſte increas'd, : 
When this one Bit is more than a whole Feaſt ! 
Beauty of Beauties, Darling of the Eye, þ 


The Face is but a Mark to hit thee by, 

Thou art the Spot of Cupid's Archery : 

Whether the ornamental Locks you wear, | 

Or go, line Kgfters Beauties, ſmooth and bare; 

Whether full-grown the manly Beard appears, 

Or Virgin * ſhow fewer Hairs than Years ; 

Yet all true'Beauty ſhines, as on a Throne, 

In her full Splendor, from thy Sight alone. 

To pleaſe thy Friends, and to confute thy. Foes, 

Thou haſt a Mouth beyond fam'd Ciceros; 

A Mouth, whoſe filent Rhet ric affords 

More ſtrong Perſuaſives, than all Tally: Words. 

"Twas, ſuch à Mouth did Paris more convince, 

Than Fund's Power, or Palla, Eloquence. * ; 
| . 
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120 The WORKS of the 
"Twas ſuch a Mouth Achilles did perſuade, 
And Hercules to live in Maſquerade, -_ 
Which all the Force of Arms could ne'er have 
made. | | 
"Twas ſuch a Mouth taught Anthony to ſcorn 
The glorious Name to which that Prince was born. 
To ſuch Perſuafions mighty Julius gave ; 
- That Crown th' Egyptian Army could not fave, 
And of a Conqueror became a Slave, 
Still there remains one Senſe, which we may call 
One that is all the reſt, is more than all. 
Who can deſcribe thy more than pleafing Touch; 
That is a mighty Taſk, for me too much, | 
| Who ſcarce am known to her of whom I write, 
And had but once the Honour of her Sight, 
Nor can her charming Virtues duly tell, 


— 


But he who comes inſpir'd from her own Well, 
Whofe Virtues does all Helicen's excel. 


On the WoMEN of the Town. 


N00 long the wiſe Commons have been in De- 
| te U 

About Money and Conſcience, thoſe Trifles of State; 
Whilſt dangerous Grievances daily increaſe, 

The Subject can't riot in Safety and Peace, 

Unleſs, as againft Iriſh Cattle before, 

They ſhould now make an Act againſt Iriſi Whore. 
The Coots black and white, Clanbrazil and Fox, 
Invade us with Impudence, Beauty, and Pox ; 

They carry a Face which none can oppoſe, | 
The Loſs of his Heart, or the Fall of his Noſe : 
Should we dully refiſt, yet would each take upon her 

To beſeech us to dot, and engage us in Honour. 


Oye 


O ye Powers above ! who of Mortals take care, 
Make Women leſs cruel, more found, or leſs fair; 

Is it juſt, cruel Fate with Love ſhould confpire, 
And our —— be burnt, by eur Hearts taking Fire? 


4 D R E A MI. 


WAS when the ſable Mantle of the Night 

7 5 clos d the Day, and chas d away the 
ightz 

"Twas 5 the Raven and the Ow! begins 

To make Men's Conſcience tremble for their Sins; 


7 


Methought I then went armed to my Dear, 
Ready to pay what I had promis'd her. 
Methought J found her proſtrate on the Bed, 
Only her Smock cov'ring her Maidenhead ; 
. I heav'd it up, ſweet Linen, by your Favour; 


I felt, but how wy moiſten'd Fingers then did favour? 
I look'd, and ſaw the blind Boy's happy Cloiſter, 
Arch'd on both Sides, lie gaping like an Oyſter; 

had a Tool before me, which I put 


De- Up to the Quick, and ftrait the er ſhut ; 
It ſhut, and clung fo faſt at ev'ry Stroke, 
1 As does the loving Ivy to the Oak: 


I chruſt it hard, and ſtill was in ſome Hope, 
The Liquor came, but yet it would not ope ; 
And then I fainted ; but at ſecond Bout - 


e. It open d, and made Way to let me out. | 
It gap'd, and would have made a dead Man ſkip 
10 ſee it mump, and wag its upper Lip: 
Thus I awak'd ; 7 luſtful Brain, 

© 1 felt my Belly wet, and ſlept again. 
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To his MISTRESS. 


8 "T4 - 1, ö 2 

HY doſt thou ſhade thy Tovely Face? O why 
- Does that eclipſing Hand of thine deny 
The Sun- ſhine of the _ enliv'ning Eye? 
Without Thy Light, what Light remains in me? 
Thou art my Life, my Way; my Light's in Thee; 
I live, I move, and by my Beams I fee. © + 

ts III. Fe 

Thou artmy Life ; if Thou but turn away, 
My Life's a thouſand Deaths : Thou art my Way; 
Without Thee, Love, 2 not, but ſtray. 


My Light Thou art; without thy glorious Sight, 
My Eyes are darken'd with eternal Night : 
My Love, Thou art or Way, my Life, my Light. 


Thou art my Way; I wander if Thou fly: 
Thou art my Light; if hid, how blind am 1! 
Thou art my Life; if — 9 withdraw ft, I die. 


My Eyes are dark and blind, I cannot ſee; 
To whom, or whether ſhould my Darkneſs flee, 
But to that Light; 13 6 that Light but Thee? 


As Thou art All, ſhine forth, and draw thou nigher ; 
Let me be bold, and die for my Defire; | 
A Phenix likes to PR the Fire, 

If my paſt Life be out, give Leave to join 
My ſhameleſs Snuff to the bright Lamp of Thine ; 
Ah! what's thy Light the le ſs, for lighting mu 1 


— 
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5 | IX. f ; 
Jf I have loſt my Path, dear Lover, ſay, 
Shall L till wander in a doubtful Way ? h 
Love, ſhall a Lamb of _ Sheep-fold ftray F. 


My Path js loft, my wand'ring Steps do ſtray ; 
} cannot go, nor can | ſafely ſtay ; Ta. 
Whom ſhould 1 ſeek, = Thee, my Path, my Way? 


And yet thou turn'it thy Face away, and fly'ſt me; 
And yet l ſue for Grace, and Thou deny'| me; 
Speak, art Thou N 1 or only try ſt me? 


Diſplay thoſe heav'nly Lamps; or tell me why | 
Thou ad thy lovely Face: Perhaps no Eyxe 
Can view their N not drop down and die. 
Thou art the Pilgrim's Path, the blind Man's Eye, 
The dead Man's Life; on Thee my Hopes rely; 
If I but them remove, | _ die. 
| "© Os. 1 

Diſſolve thy Sun- Beams, cloſe thy Wings, and ſtay; 
See, fee how I am blind, and dead, and ſtray: 
Oh ! Thou art my Life, my Light, my Way ! 

| "iy" 


Then work thy Will; if Paſſion bid me flee, 


My Reaſon ſhall obey, my Wings fhall be 


Stretch'sd out no farther than from Me to Thee. 
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To the AuTHwoR of @ PLAY, called 
ELLE me, abandon'd Miſcreant, prithee tell 


What damned Power invok'd and ſcnt from Hell, 
8 ' 1 


One Fiſhburn, à wretcked Scribbler, 
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(If Hell were bad enough) did Thee inſpire | 

To write, what Fiends aſham'd, wou'd blufhing hear ? 

Haſt thou of late embrac'd ſome Succubus, 

And us d the lewd Familiar of a Muſe ? 

Or didſt thy Soul by Inch of Candle ſell, 

To gain the glorious Name of Pimp to Hell ? 

If ſo, go, and its vow'd Allegiance ſwear, 

Without Preſs-Money be its Volunteer, 

May he who envies Thee, deſerve thy Fate, 

DL Heaven's and Mankind's Scorn and 
te, | 

Diſgrace to Libels ! Foil to very Shame 

Whom tis a Scandal to vouchſafe to name. 

What foul Deſcription's foul enough for thee, 

Sunk quite below the Reach of Infamy ? _ 

Thou covet'ſt to be lewd, but . Might, 

And art all over Devil, but in Wit. 

Weak feeble Strainer at mere Ribaldry, 

Whoſe Muſe is impotent to that Degree, J 

It muſt, like Age, be whip'd to Lechery, 

Vile Sot, who, clapt with Poetry, art fick, 

And void'ft Corruption like a thanker'd — : 

Like Ulcers thy impoſthum d, addled Brains 

Drops into Matter, which thy Paper ftains ; 

Whence nauſeous Rhime by filthy Births proceed, 

As Maggots in ſome I- d ingend ting breed. 

Thy Muſe has got the F — - rs, and they afcend, 

As in ſome Green-fick Girl, at upper End, 

Sure Nature made, or meant, at leaft have don't, 

Thy To a CI ris, thy Mouth a —. 

How well Db wou'd that Place become, 

To gag it up, and make't for ever dumb: 

At leaft it ſhould be ſyring'd ——— , 

Or wear ſome ſtinking Merkin for a Beard, 

That all from its baſe Converſe might be ſcar'd, 

As they a Door ſhut up, and mark'd, beware, 

That tells Infection and the Plague is there. 


Thou 


0 
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Thou Moor field: Author, fit for Bau ds to quote, 


(If Bawds themſelves with Honor ſafe may dot) 
When Suburb Prentice comes to hire Delight, 
And wants Incentives to dull Appetite: a 
There Punk, reg may thy brave Works rehearſe, 
F — the ſenſeleſs Thing with Hand and Verſe, 
Which after ſball, (preferc'd to Dreſſing-Box) | 
Hold Turpentine, and Med'cines for the Pox. 

Or, (if I may ordain a Fate more fit 

For thy foul naſty Excrements of Wit) 1 
May they condemn d to th' gulic Fakes be lent, ) 
(For me, I'd fear the Piles in Vengeance ſent, f 
Should I with them profane my Fundament,) ' 
There bugger-wiping Fyorters when they ſhite, 
And ſo thy Book itſælf turn Sodomite.. 


+. 


Hs'* Highneſs's Conver fien by Father 
Patrick. 
Etween Father Patrick, and's Highneſs, of late 
There happen'd a frong and a weighty Debate; 
And RELLG10N the Theme,: Tis ſtrange. that they 
Should diſpute about that.which.neither of them. knew;. 
For | dare boldly ſay, had his Highneſs but known, 
The Weakneſs of Patrick's, and the. Strength of his 
e ee 
It had been a Madnefs, and much like a Curls, TIT 
To change 'froin a True one, to one that's much. 


I Y 


"worle"* 


For if it be true (as ſome Wags make us think) 


That aPapiit of all bis five Senſes mult wink... 
a L %y Hine" A Man's 
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So ends the Diſpute iwixt the 
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A Mar's no more a Man when He's waking than ſleep- 
fag, | 

As long — Father Patrict has his Senfe in dec ping. 

But ſure tis not ſo, We muſt All be miſtaken 

And have liv'd in a Dream, and are juſt now awalen; 

For the” Father was Mighty in Word and in Reaſon, 

He urg'd not a Syllable but came fo in Scaſon, 

That ev'ry Argument was Stronger and Stronger ; 

So the DUKE cry'd at laft—T can hold out no longer, 

The Reaſons that mov'd moſt his Highneſs to yield, 

And fo willingly quit to the Father the Field, 

Were fff * they cheated, and leave you in the 

urch, 


That told you there could be any More than oN 


Church. 

And, next He averr'd to the Duke, for a certain, 

No Foot-ſteps of Ours could be foumd before Ma k- 
TIN. | | 

At theſe Two great par ago fo full and profound, 

The Duke had much ado not to fall in a Swound, 

And firait he cry'd out— Father Patrick, I find, 

(By a ſudden Converſion and Change of my Mind) 

That neither your Wit, nor Learning could afford 


Such Strength to your Cauſe ; 'rwas the Finger of the 


Lord; 
For now I remember, that ſomewhere 'tis ſaid, 
From Babes and from Sucklings the Truth is convey d. 
Therefore I ſubmit, for my Conſcience's Eaſe, 
To be led by. the Noſe, as your 2 pleaſe. 


rief and the 
Knight ; 
In which, to ſpeak Truth, and to do All-/ides Right, 
He manag'd this Cauſe as He did the Sea-Fight. 
| T 
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The Kings E PIT A PH. 

ERE lies our Sov'reign Lord the King, 

Whoſe Word no Man rely'd n; 


Who never ſaid a foolifh Thing, ' 
Nor ever dit a wiſe Ons. 
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F Rome can pardon Sins, as Roman hold, 
And if thoſe Pardons can be bought and ſold, 
It is no Sin O adore OD nee 


If they can purchafe Par den with 2 Sum, 
For ins they may commit in Time to come, 
And for Sins paft, tis 2 0 welt for Rome. 


At this Rate, they are happieſt who have mgff,. N 
They'll purchafe Heaven at their on proper G: 
Alas, the Poor / all that are fo, are Loff. 

IV ? 


Whence came this Knack? Or when did it begin ? 
What Author have they? Or Mio brought it in? 
Did Cx RIS cer . Cu/tom- Houſe for Sin? 

Some ſubile Devil, without more ado, \ 4X1 
Did certainly this fly Invention brev, | 

To gull them of their Soubs and Monty too 
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On u File MISTRESS. 
AREWELL, falſe Woman ! know I'll ever be 
A dumb Man to thy Sex, and dead to Thee : + 
Thy Breath's infectious, and thy Preſence brings 
To me a thouſand ſharp and bitter Stings. ron 
Ye Powers above]! why did you Woman make, 
Without an Angel, aid within a Snake? ; 


- They're Hell's chief Engipes, by the Devil made. 


Jo heighten and enlarge bis growing Trade: 
The only Fiend on Earth, the Devil's Friend, 

A thouſand Souls to Hell they daily ſend. 

M:thinks I hear the Gods cry out aloud, 

And theſe: black Words came reeling thro” a Cloud: 

| Beware falſe Woman, know ſhe firſt began. 

To ruin an 1 the State of Man. | 

Yet; for Revenge, Fil now reſolve to be 

A damn'd difſembling Lover, juſt like Thee: 

But ali my Bus'neſs with ſo vile a Creature, 

Shall be, as Men with Cloſe- fools, to eaſe Nature. 

Bleſs'd is the Man, and happy is his State, 

That __ a Woman at no other Rate. © 


F)( FA DG = # -l 5 7 
' F Ui 
„ 
110 
1 


T the gibt of my Pulli from e every part 
A* A * -tide of, Joy, ps flow = to * 
RR 
Which quickens each Pulſe; and. tells ev? ry Vein, 
Yet all my Delights are flill mingled | with Nin j * 
range a Diſtemper ſure Love cannot bring: 
my Knowledge, Love was a quieter Thing! 
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So gentle and tame, that he never was known 
So much as to wake ws” aps I lay alone, 
s I. a 


But the Boy is much grown, and fo alter'd of late, 


He's become a more furious Paſſion than Hate; 
Since by Phyllis reſtor d to the Empire of Hearts, 
He has new-ftrung his Bow, and ſbarpen'd his Darts; 
And ſtrictly the Rights of his Crown to maintain, 
He wounds ev'ry Dor op turns evTy Brain. 
But my Madneſs, alas ! I too plainly diſcover ; 
For he is at leaft as much Madman as Lover, 
Who for one cruel Beauty does eafily quit 
All the Nympks of the Stage, and thoſe of the Pit, 


The Joys of Hyde- Park, and the Mall's dear Delight, 


To live ſober all Day, and be chaſte all the Night. 


8 ON G. 


dear Miſtreſs had a Heart, 
Soft as thoſe kind Looks the gave me; 
When with Love's refiſtleſs Art, 
And her Eyes, * enflave me. 


9 

But her Conſtancy's ſo weak, 

She's ſy wild, and apt to wander, 
That my jealous Heart would break, 

Should we live * aſunder. 
Melting Joys about her move, . 

Killing Pleaſures, wounding Bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 

And her Lips can atm with Kiſſes. 
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| IV. | Yc 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks, | . 
She's my Delight, all Man» ind's Wonder; Th 
But my jealous Heart would break, a 
Sdould we live one Day aſunder. Ye 
" | ( 
BRL FREAIERD RE RE RW Th. 
| Ma 
8 2 N G. The 
| | 1 
I] 4 b 
OOM, Room, for a Blade of the Town, The 
That takes Delight in Roaring. [ 
Who all Day long rambles up and down, Noi 
At at Night in the Streets lies ſnoring. — 
1 * . 
That for the noble Name of Spark ö / 
Daxres his Companions rally 
Commits an Outrage in the Dark,. FR 
Then ſlinks into an 18 : 
| 3 
To ev'ry Female that he meets 
) He ſwears he bears Affectionnn;n??n;n +». 
| Defies all Laws, Arreſts, and Cheats 
By the Help of a kind Protection. | N 
When he, intending further Wrongs, | | Asc 
By ſome reſenting Cully, ' | My 
Is decently run thro? the Lungs, 27 
And there's an End to BuLLy. : A th 
| - Wo RO No hers Prep 
BRL RL XL IL RL BRL Aus 
| | | | | Loſt 
| VN. . 8 
; e 
I. , a And 
| T Naa Beauty, you miſpend Yet 
1 Thoſe Fro ns upon your Slave; Once 


" Your 


a 


our 
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Your Scorn againſt ſuch Rebels bend, 
Whodare with Confidence pretend, 
That other Eyes their Hearts defend 

From all the Charms you have. 

S. H. 

Your conq'ring Eyes ſo partial are, 

Or Mankind is FA dull, | 
That while I languiſh in Deſpair, 
Many proud ſenſeleſs Hearts declare, 
They find you not ſo killing Fair, 

Io wiſh you re 


N They an inglorious Freedom boaft ; 


I triumph in my Chain, 


Nor am I upreveng d, tho' loſt-; 


Nor you unpun iſh d, tho' unjuſt ; 
When 1 aloney who love you moſt, 
Am kill'd with your Diſdain. 


” 
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o 7 # — 


"= . * 8 
Er CaTERA. A Song. 


. L ; 5 
Na dark, ſilent, ſhady Grove, + 
Fit for the Delights of Love, 
As on CORINN A's Breaft J panting lay 
My Right Hand playing with E, Cork. 
ig 13 1 


A thouſand Words and am'rous Kiſſes, 

Prepar'd us for more ſubſtantial Bliſſes; 

And thus the haſty Moments ſlipt away, 

Loſt in the Tranſport wy Cetera. 

a I . r 5 

She bluſh'd to ſee her Innocence betray'd, 

And the ſmall Oppoſition ſhe had made; 

Yet bugg'd me cloſe, and, with a Sigh, did fay, 

Once more, my Dear, once more, Et Cetera, ip 
IV. But 
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WT TOY | 
But, Oh! the Power to pleaſe this Nymph, was paſt, 
Too violent a Flame can never laſt ; 


So we remitted to another Day, | 
The Profecution of Er Cetera, . 


K K . K K K K KKK K K 
The DISAPPOINTMENT. 


AKED he lay, claſp'd in my longing Arms, 
Il d with Love, and ſhe all over Charms; 
Both equally infpir'd with eager Fire, 
Melting thro? Kindneſs, flaming with Defrre ; 
With Arms, Legs, Lips, cloſe clinging to embrace, 
She 1 me to her Breaſt, an me to her 
: ace, 
Her nimble Tongue, (Love's leſſer Lightning) play'd 
Within my Mouth, and to my Thoughts conveyd 
Swift Orders, that I ſhould prepare to throw 
The All-diſſolving Thunderbolt below. | 
My flutt'ring Soul, ſprung with the pointed Kiſs, 
Hangs hov'ring o'er her balmy Lips of Blift : 
But whilſt her buſy Hand wou'd guide that Part 
Which ſhould convey my Soul up to her Heart, 
In liquid Raptures I diflolve all o'er, - * + 
Melt into8s — m, gnd — atev'ry Pore: 
A Touch from any Part of her had don Tt! 
Her Hand, her Foot, her very Looks's a 


Mb. ADIOS 


Smiling, ſhe chides in a kind murm'ring Noiſe, Ey 
And from her Body wipes the clammy Joys; Bre 
When with a thouſand Kiſſes, wand*cing o'er Bui 
My panting Brea, And is there then no more ? | Bat 
She cries. All this to Love and Rapture due; W. 
Muft we not pay a Debt 10 Fabre. 1 Thi 
But I, the moſt forlorn loſt Man alive, On 
To ſhe my wiſh'd Obedience, vainly ſtrive: As 
I ſigb, T \ 


; | | Eager 


q 
d 


aget 
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Eager Defires confound my firſt Intent; 
Succeeding Shame does more Succeſs prevent, 

And Rage at laſt confirms me Impotent. | 
Even her fair Hand, which might bid Heat return 
To frozen Age, and make cold Hermits burn, 
Apply'd to my dead Cinder, warms no more 

Than Fire to Aſhes cou'd paſt Flames reſtore: 
Trembling, confus d, deſpairing, limber, dry, 


A wiſhing, weak, unmoving Lump [ lie; 


This Dart of Love, whoſe piercing Point oft dy'd _ 
With Virgin Blood, ten thouſand Maids has try d; 
Which Nature ſtill directed with ſuch Art, 
That it thro' ev'ry reach'd ev'ry Heart, 
Stifly reſolv'd, 'twould careleſsly invade 
Woman and Bey; nor aught its Fury flaid,, 
Where e'cr it pierc'd, a - it found or made; 
Now languid lies in this unhappy Hour, 
Shrunk up, and ſapleſs, like a wither'd Now'r. 
Thou treach'rous baſe Deſerter of my Flame, 

Falſe to my Paſſion, fatal ro my Fame, 

By what miſtaken Magic doſt thou prove 

So true to Lewdneſs, fo untrue to Love? 

What Oyfter, Cinder, Beggar, common Whore, N 
Did'ſt thou e'er fail in all thy Life before? | 

When Vice, Diſeaſe, and Scandal lead the Way, 


— 


With what officious Haſte doſt thou obey ? + 


Like a rude roaring Hector in the Streets, - be. TS 

That ſcuffles, cuffs, and ruffles all he meets ; by 8 

But if his King or Country claim his Aid. 

The Raſcal Villain ſhrinks, and hides his Head: 

Even ſo thy brutal Valcur is diſplay d, . 

Breaks ev'ry Stew, does each ſmall Fhore invad:; 

But if great Love the Onſet does command, * 

Baſe Recreant, to thy Prince thou dares not ſtand, 

Worſt Part of me, and henceforth hated mo, 

Thro' all the Town the common —— Ef 2 

On whom each Whore relieves her tingling == 

As Hogs en Gates do rub themſelves, and grunt; -—- 
Vote © = __ May 


% 
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May'ſ thou to rav'nous Shankers be F 

Or in conſuming Weepings waſte phe 

May Sttangury and Stone thy Days attend; ! 
i 


May ſt thou ne er piſs, who refuſe to —— 
When all my Joys did on falſe Thee depend: 
And may ten thouſand abler —— agree 
To do the wrong d Corinna Right for Thee. 
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; | 
NE Day che amorous LVS AND R, 
By an impatient Paſſion ſway d, 
| urpriz'd fair CRLOR1sS, that loy'd Maid, | 
2 Who could defend herſelf no longer. * 
1 All Things did with his Love conſpire ; Al 
The gilded Planet of the Day, Th 
In his gay Chariot, drawn by Fire, | 
Was now deſcending to the Sea, An 
And left no Light to guide the World, | 
But what from CxLo « 1s' brighter Eyes are hurl d. E | 
* II. | # 
In a lone Thitket, made for Love, Hy 
Sllent as yielding Maids confent, _ 1 
' - She with a charming Languiſhment Wh 
Permits his Force, yet gently ſtrove. Tha 
Her, Hands his Boſom ſoftly meet, The 
But not to put him back deſign d, 
Rather to draw him on inclin'd, 
Whilſt he lay trembling at her Feet. Her 
Reſiſtance tis too late to o,, T 
She wants che Pow'r to fay, — 4 what d ye do? * 


E & R QCHES TAR, 
—_ | 
Her bright Eyes how, and yet ſevere, 
Where Love and Shame confus'dly ſtrive, 
Freſh Vi our to LY3A NDER give: 
And eau ring 1 in his Ear, 
She cry'd==Ceaſe—ceaſe—your vain Deſire 
9,1 call out — would you do 4 
75 dearer Honour,  ev'n to you, 
I cannot — miſt not give —reiire, 


Or take that Life, whoſe chiefeft, Part 


I gave you with the * of my Heart. 


But he, as MN to ſear, 
As he was ca „ me of rr 
The bleſſed 

Kiſſes her Lips, ber Neck; , 

Each Touch ber new Defites alarmss: 
_= burning trembling Hand he preſt 

her melting ſnowy Breaſt; 

| e the lay — is Arms, 

All her unguarded Beauties lie, 


The nne 
| V. 


And now, without Reſpect or Fear, 
He ſeeks the Odject of bis Vous; 
1 Love no Modeſty allows; 
ſwift Degrees advancing where 
Ho daring that Altar ſeiz'd, 
Where Gods af. Love do acrifice : * 
That awful — mat Paradife, 
Where Rage is tam d and Anger tears; 
That That living Fo Fountain, from a el in. 


ain; Drops dll 


1 ring his, 
s Their ales pwr as their — they join'd,. 
ere in Tranſports were confind,, 
Extend themſelyes upon r 5 


inutes to | (> ey 306 4 
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Faintneſs its flacken'd Nerves invade : 
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Cn10R1s half dead and breathleſs lay; 
Her Eyes appear d like humid Light, | | 
Such as divides the Day and Night, 
Or falling Stars, whoſe Fires decay ; 
And now no Signs of Life ſhe ſhows, _ ] 
But what in Kao Sighs returns and goes, ! 
He faw how at her Length the lay; 
He ſaw her riſing Boſom bare, #; / 
Her loofe thin Robes, thro” which appear | ly 
A Shape defign'd for Love and Playa C 
Abandon'd by her Pride and Shame, 


che does her ſofteſt Sweets diſpenſe, : C 
Off ring her Virgin Innocence 63 2586 29. 24 
 AVittim to Love's ſacred Flame; 1 
- Whilſt the o er- raviſh d Shepherd lies,  - 0 
Unable to perform the 1 Non. TAs. U 


Ready to tafte a thouſand Joys, 
The too tranſported hapleſs Swain, 
Found the vaſt Pleaſure turn'd to Pain: 
Pleaſure, which too much Love deſtroy s. 
The willing Garment by he laid, 
And Heay'n all open to his View:; 
Mad to poſſeſs, himfelf he threw _ 
On the defence lefs lovely Maid. 
But, Oh! what envious Gods conſpire f 
To fnatch bis Pow'r, yet oye him the Defice ? 


Nature's Support, without whoſe. n WH 
She can no Human Being give, 
Itſelf now wants the Art to live; 


In vain th' enraged Youth effay'd 
To call his fleeting Vigour back; 
No Motion 'twill from Motion take ; 
B' Exceſs of Love is Love betray'd; - 
In vain he toils, in vain commands, - / 
Th' Inſenfible fell weeping in his Hands. = 


— 
3 
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| X. 
In this ſo am tous cruel Striſe, | 
Where Love and Fate were tao fevere,, x | 


The poor LYSANDER, in Deſpair, 

Renounc'd his Reaſon with his Life. 

Now all the briſk and active Fire, 5 
That ſhould the nobler Part inflame,. 
Unactive, frigid, dull became, 

And left no Spark for new Defire; 

Not all her naked Charms could move, 

Or calm that Rage which had debauch d his Loves. 

XI. fo 


CuLoR 15 returning from the Trance, 
Which Love and ſoft Deſue had bted, 
Her tim'rous Hand ſhe genily laid, 

Or guided by Defign or Chance, 

Upon tbat fabulous Priapw,. 

That potent God (as Poets feign.) 
But never did young Shepherdefs 

(Gath'ring of Fern upon the Flain)- 

More nimbly draw- ber Fingers back, "9p 

Finding, beneath the verdant Leaves, a Saake, 

r | 

Then Cn tox 1s her fair Hand withdrew. 
Finding that God of her Dehres- 
Diſarm d of all his-pow'rfut Pires, 

And cold as Flow'rs bath d in the Morning Dew. 

Who can the Nymph's Confuſion gueſs.? 

The Blood forfook the kinder Place, 
And firew'd with Bluſbes all her Face, * 

Which both Diſdain and Shame expreſs +. | . 

And from LVSANDE's Arms ſhe fied, The 

Leaving him fainting on th” gloomy Bed. 

Wong ö 
Like Lightning, thro' by Grove ſhe hies, 3 
Or Daphne from the Delphic G dd; 3 
No Print upon the graſſy Rag +, 
He leaves,.t' inſtruct * ing Eyeß. 
3 
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: 
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The Wind that wanton'd in her Hair, 
And witk her ruffled Garments play d, 
Diſcover'd in the flying Maid '- . 

All that the Gods e' er made ſo fair, 

Thus Venus, when her Love was ſlain, 


With Fear and Haſte flew o'er the fatal Plain. 


| 

XIV, | 

The Nymph's Re ſentments none but 1 ö 

Can well imagine and condole; 

But none can gueſs LYSANDER's Soul, ; 

But thoſe who ſway d his Deftiny y: , 

His filent Griefs ſwell up to Storms, 71 

And not one God his Fury ſpares; | 1 

He curs'd his Birth, ag $a his Stars, wy 

But more the Shepherdeſs's Charms; h 

Whoſe ſoft bewitching Influence þ 

Had damn'd him to the Hell of Im potence. 8 

| | T 

> 2 | 2 2 2 7 * 

7 ” 5 5 71 , 2 f 

| b 3 
On a juniper-Tree cut down to male U 
__ Bos. I 
1 ö Hilſt happy I, triumphant ſlood, 8a 
The Pride and Glory of the Wood H 
; My Aromatic Boughs and Fruit 1s 3/5 read Sa 
Did with all other Trees diſpute;  —_ | Ex 
Had Right by Nature to excell, Ki 
In pleafing both the Taſte and Smell; H, 

But to the Touch, I muſt confeſs, ; Ne 

Bore an unwilling Sullenneſs. 4 Im 

My Wealth, lik e baſhful Virgins, I | Bu 
Yielding with ſome Reluftancy: _ Th 

For which my Value ſhould he more, WI 

Not giving eaſily my Store. | An 

My verdant Branches all the Lear Yie 

2 Did an eternal Beauty wear, His 
Did ever young and gay appear; The 


Nor 


dor 
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Nor. do I hold Supremacy, . | 8 

In all the Wood, o'er ev ty Tree, os 2 
But e en thoſe two of my own Race, 
That grew not in this happy Place. 4 | 
But that in which I glory moſt; . | - Ju 
And do myſelf with Reaſon boaſt, | 
Beneath my Shade the other Day _ 

Young Pu1LoCLEs and CaLoR1s lay. 

Upon my Root he plac'd her Head, E300 k 
And where I grew, he made her Bed; © | 
Their trembling Limbs did greatly pros 

The kind ſupporting yielding Moſs, _ 

Ne'er half ſo bleſs'd as now, to bear 


A Swain ſo young, a Nymph fo fair. 


My gentle Shade I kindly, lent, 

And ev'ry aiding Bough I bent 

So low, as ſometimes had: the Bliſs 

To rob the Shepherd of a Kiſs: 

Whilſ he in Pleaſures far above 

The Senſe of that Degree of Love, 
Permitted ev ry Steal! made, 

Unjealous of his Rival Shade, 

] ſaw em kindle to Defire, | | 
Whilft with ſoft Sighs they blew the Fire; 
Saw the Approaches of their Joy, 

He grew more fierce, and ſhe leſs coy : 
Saw how they mingled melting Rays, 1 
Exchanging. Love a thouſand Ways. | 
Kind was the Force on ev'ry Side; WE | 

Her new Defires ſhe could not hide = " 

Nor would the Shepherd be deny d. 


- Impatient, he waits no Conſent, 


But what ſhe gave by Languiſt ment. 

The bleſſed Minute he purſu d. 
Whilft Love her Fear and Shame ſubdu'd ; 
And now tranſported in his Ams, + : A 
Yields to the Conqu'ror all her Charms. 
His panting Breaſt to her's now join d, 
They feaſt on Raptures uncoatin'd, 
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Vaſt and luxuriant, ſuch as prove | 
The Immortality of Love. | Ar 


For, who but a Divinity 
Could mingle Souls to that Degree, 


And melt em into Extaſy ? { She 
Where, like the Phoenix, both expire, * M. 
Whilſt from the Aſhes of their Fire, | Nc 
Sprung up a new and ſoft Defire. W 
| Like Charmers, thrice they did invoke M. 
The God, and thrice new Vigour took; | W 
And had the Nymph been half ſo kind,. X An 
As was the Shepherd well inelin d, | M 
= The Miſt'ry had not ended there: wW 
| But CHLo R1s re- aſſum d her Fear, 12 An 

| And chid the Swain for having preſt | 
What ſhe (alas!) could not refſiſt; | 2 


Whilſt he, in whom Love's ſacred Flame 
Before and After was the ſame, 
Humbly implores ſhe would 
That Fault, which he would yet repeat, 
From active Joys with Shame they haſte 
To a Reflection on the 1 
A thouſand Times the Covert blefs, 
That did ſecure their Happineſs ; 
Li. ver 1 7 2 _ 
— 7 t to y 2 
The Shepherdefs my Bark aer d, — 
Whilſt he my Root (Love's Pillow) kiſs d, 
And did with Sighs thetr Fate deplore, 
Since 1 muſt ſhelter em no more, 
And if before my Joys were ſuch, 
In having heard and ſeen fo much, i 
My Griefs muſt be as great and high, | } 


When all abandon'd I muſt lie, 

Doom'd to a filent Deftiny-; - 

No more the filent Strife o hear, 

The Shepherd's Vows, the Virgin's Fear; 

No more a joyful Looker on, nh 

Wh Love's ſoft Baule's loſt and won. Vn 
' * , 1 


Earl of Ro RHE STIER. 141 
With Grief I bow'd my murm'ring Head, 

And all my cbryſtal Due I ſhed, 

Which did in CaLoR1s Pity move, © 

CaLl9R1s, whoſe Soul is mide of Love. 

She cut me down; and did tranſlate 

My Being to a happier State: 

No Martyr for Religion dy'd © ll 

Wich half that unconfid't ing Pride: LOT YO SIT 

My Top was on the Altar laid. | 

Where Love his ſofteſt Cfi'rings paid, 

And was, 2s fragrant luſenſe, burn d; 

My Body into Busxs'was turn'd, 

Where 1 Kill guard the ſacred Store, 

And of Love's Temple keep the Door. 


The REHEARSAL. A Satire. - 


4 HAT, Tim#a, does Age begin t'a d. 
3 droop & under bee Night's Be. 
Haſt Thou loſt deep to needy Rogues on Tick, 
Who aver fe pay, and uſt de paid next 
e | 

Tim. Neither, alas ! but a dull dining Soo 
Seiz d me i'th* Mall, who juſt my Name had got: 
He runs upon me, crics, Dear Rogue, I'm thine, 
With me fome Wits of thy Acquaintance dine, 
I tell him I'm engag'd z but as a Whore aber 
With Modeſty enſlaves her Sparks the more, 
The longer I deny'd, the more te pteſt; 

At laſt, I e' en conſent to be his Gueſt. 
He takes me in his Coach; and as we go, 
* out : Libel ed 2 Sheet or — * 

nſipid as The Praiſe of pious Zucent, 
Or Settle's unaſſiſted 2 Scenes; 


1 


Which 
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Which he admir'd, and prais d at ev'ry Line; 
At laſt it was fo ſbarp, it muſt be mine. 

F vow'd | was no more a Wit than be, 
Unprattis'd, and unbleſs d in Poetry: 

A Song to Philli; I perhaps might make, 

But never rhym d but for m -— - fake; 

I envy'd no 's Fortune, nor his Fame, 

Nor ever thought of a. Revenge ſo tame. 
He knew my Style, he ſwore; and 'twas in vain 
Thus to deny the Iſſue of my Brain. 

Choak'd with this Flat xy, I no Anſwer make,, 
But filent, leave him to his dear Miſtake. 


Of a well-meaning Fool Um. moſt afraid, 5 


Who fillily repeais hat Wa well ſaid. 


But this was not the worſt; when he came Home, 

He aſk'd, are Sedley, Buckhurfl, Seville, come ? 

No; but there are #bove, Ha, it and Hoff, 

Kickum, and Diagbey. O! tis well enough, ; 

They're all brave Fellows, cries mine Hoſt, let's 
ine, ; | 

I tong to have my Belly full of Wines -— 

They'll Write and Figbt, I dare aſſure you, Of | 

They're Men tam Marti quam Mercurio, 

I ſaw my Error; but *twas now too late, 


Well, we falute, and egch Man takes his Seat, 
* the Sot) is my Wife ready vet? 
A Wife, (good Gods!) a Fop, and Bullies ioo 
For one poor Meal what mult I undetgo? 

In comes my Lady trait ; ſhe had been fair, 
Fit to give „and to prevent Deſpair ; 

But Age, Beauty's incurable Diſeaſe; - 

Had left her more Defire than Pew r to pleaſc ;. 
As Cocks will firike, altho' their Spurs be gone, 
She with her old blear Eyes to-ſmite Mas | 
Tho nothing elfe, the Gin Deſpite of Time) 
Preferv'dthe Affectation of ber Frame: 


No Means nar Hopes appear of à Retreat; 


2 


E 
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However you begun, ſhe brought in Love, 
And hardly from that Subject wou'd remove. 
We chunc d to ſpeak. of the French King's Succeſs: 
My Lady wonder'd much how Heav'n could bleſs 
A Man that lov d two Women at One Time; 
But more; how he to them excus d his Crime, 
She aſk'd Huff, if. Love's Flame he never felt? 
He anfwer*d Dluntly, do you think I'm gelt? 
She at his Plainnefs ſmil'd, then turn'd to me, 
Love in young Minds precedes ev'n Poetry ; 
You to that Paſfion can no Stranger be, 
But Wits are given tb.Inconſtancy, 
She had run on, I think, till now; but Meat 
Came up, and ſuddenly the took her Seat. 
1 thoughtthe Dinner would make ſome Amends, 
When my good Hoſt cries out, Tere all my Friend ; 
Our owt plain Fare, and the. beff Tierce the Bull 
ords, I'll give you, and your Bellies full. 
for French Kickſhaws, Cellery, and Champaign, 
Ragous, and Fricaſſees, in Truth we've none. 
Here's , ood Dinner towards, thought I, when 
trait, | | 
Up comes a Piece of Beef, full Horſe-Man's Weight, 
Hard as the Arſe of Mordaunt, under which 
The Coachman ſweats, as ridden by a Witch. 
A Diſh of Carrots, each of them as long 
As —— that to fair Counteſs did belong. 
Which her ſmall Pillow could not fo well hide, 
But Viſitors his flaming Head eſpy'd. 
Pig, Gooſe, and Capon follow'd in the Rear, 
With all that Country- Bumpkins call Good Cheer, 
' Serv'd up with Sauces all of Eighty-Eight, 
When uy rough Youth wreftled, and threw the 
eight, 
And now the Bottle briſkly flies about, 
Inſtead of Ice, wrapp'd up in a wet Clout. 
A Brimmer follows the third. Bit we eat ; 
Small Beer becomes our Dtink, and Wine our * 
| he 


You may the other eafily divine: 


| Dn, (ſays Dingbey) in my Mind, G- cd's 
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The Table was fo large, that in leſs Space 

A Man might ſave Six old Italian: Place: 

Each Man had as much Room as Porter Blunt, 
Or Ha ris had in Cullen's Buſhel — -- 3 
And now the Wine began to work, mine Hoſt 
Had been a Col'nel, we muſt hear him boaſt, 
Not of Towns won, but an Eftate head loſt 

For the King's Service, which indeed he ſpent 
Whoring and Drinking, but with good Intent, 
He talk d much of a Plot, and Money lent 

In Cromwell s Time. Alas! my Lady, ſhe 
Complain'd our Love was coarſe, our Poet | 
Unfit for modeſt Ears; ſmall Whotes and Play'rs 
Were of our hair-brain'd Youth the only Cares, 
Who were too wild for any virtuous League, 

Too rotten to conſummate the Intrigue. 4 
Falkland ſhe prais'd, and Suckling's eaſy Pen, 
And ſeem'd to taſte their former A again, 
Mine Hoſt drinks to the Be, in Chriftendom, 
And decently wy Lady quits the Room. 

Left toourſelves, of ſev'ral Things we prate ; 
Some regulate the Stage, and ſome the State, 
Hal, uit cries up my Lord of Orrery, 

Ah, how well Myfapha and Zanga die 

His Senſe ſo little forc'd, that by one Line 


And which is worſe, if any worſe can be, 
He never ſaid one Word of it to me. 
This is fine Foetry, you'd ſwear 'twere Proſe, 
So little on the Senſe the Rhimes impoſe. 


—ds, 
Etherepe writes airy Songs, and ſoft Lampoons 
The bel of any Man. wo for your N _ j 
Grammar, and Rules of Art, he knows cm not; 
Vet wrote two taking Plays, without one Plot. 
Huff was for Settle, and Morocco prais'd, > 0”, 
Said rumbling Words, like Drums his Courage rais'd. What 
| | | | Wie Tis a 


"hoſt 
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Whoſe broad built Bulks the boifi"rous Billows 


bear ; 
Zaphee and Sally, Mugadore, Oran, a 
The Fam d Arzile, Alcazar, Tetuan. 


Was ever braver Language wrote by Man? 


Rictum for Crown declur'd, ſaid, in Romance, 
He had out-done the very Wits of France ; | 
Witneſs Pandion, and his Charles the Eighth, | 
Where a young Monarch, careleſs of his Fate, 
Thro' Foreign Troops and Rebels ſhook his State ; 
Complains another Sight afflicts him more, 

(Jia) The Queen's Galleys rowing from the Shore, 
Fitting thetr Oars and Tackling to be gone, 
Whilft ſporting Waves ſmil'd on the Riſing-Sun, 

Waves ſmiling on the Sun! I'm ſure that's new, 

And 'twas well thought on, give the Dev'l his Due. 


Mins Hoſt, who had ſaid nothing in an Hour, 
Roſe up and prais'd the Indian Emperor; 

As if our old World modeſily withdrew, 

And here in private had brought forth a new. 
Here are two Lines! Who but he durit preſume - 
To W th“ Old World a New Miildrauing- 

com, | 
Where of another World ſhe's brought to Bed? 
What a brave Midwife is a Laureat's Head! 


Bur, Pox of all theſe Scribblers, what d'ye- * 

think, | 

Will Souckes this Year any Champaign drink? | 

Will Turenne fight him? Without Doubt, ſays Huff, 

If they Two meet, their Meeting will be rough. 

D—me, (ſays Dingb the French, Cowards are; 

They pay, but th Englih, Scots, and Swiſs make 
War, 

In gaudy Troops, at a Review they ſhine 

But dare not with the German Battle join : 

What now appears like Courage, is not ſo; _ 

＋ a 9 1 Pride, which 1 4 Succeſs does grow: 

OL, 1, 
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On their firſt Blow, they'll ſhrink into thoſe Fears 


They ſhew'd at Creſſy, Agincourt, Poifiers : 

Their Loſs was infamous, Honor ſo ftain'd, 

Is by a Nation not to be regain'd. 

What they were then, I know not, now they're 
brave ; 

He that denies it, lies, and is a Slave 


(Says He, and frown'd :) Says Dingboy, That 


And, at that Word, at tother's Head let fly 

A greaſy Plate, when ſuddenly they all 

Together, by the Ears, in Parties fall ; 

Half-wit with Dinghy 3 joins, Kickum with 


= Swords were ſafe, and ſo we let 'em cuff 
Till they, mine Hoſt, and I, had all enough. 
Their Rage once over, they begin to treat, 
And fix freſh Bottles muft the Peace compleat, 
I ran down Stairs, with a Vow never more 


| To drink Beer-Glafſes, and hear HeRors roar. 


ANACREONTIC, 


HE Heavens caroufe each a Cup, 
No wonder Atlas holds wary to * 
The Trees ſuck up the Earth and Ground, 
And in their brown Bowls drink around. 
The e n whom the Salt makes dry, 
His greed = Thirſt to ſatisfy, 


Ten thouſand Rivers drinks, and then 


Grows drunk, and ſpews em up again. 
The Sun and who ſo right as he) 
Sits up all Night to drink the Sea. 

The Moon quaff q the Sun her — 
And wiſhes ſhe — — 


Er'ry 


m__ WW 3 — — —— 
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Ev'ry Thing fuldles ; then that I, | | 
Ist any Reaſon ſhou'd be dry ? 


Well, I'll be content to thirit ; | 
But too much Drink ſhall make me, firſt, 


# 
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A Seffion of the POETS. 
8 CE the Sons of the Muſes grew num rous and 


loud, 
For th' appeafing ſo factious and clam'rous a Crowd, 
Apollo thought fit, in ſo weighty a Cauſe, 
To eſtabliſh a Government, Leader and Laws. 
The Hopes of the Bays, at this fummoning Call, 
Had drawn em tegether, the Devil and all : 1 
All thronging and liſt ning, they gap d for the Bleſſ- 


ing | 
No Preſby ter Sermon had more Crowding and Preſſ- 
a Ng. . N 


In the Head of the Gang John Dryden appear d, 
That ancient grave Wit, ſo long lov'd and fear d; 
But Apollo had heard of a Story in Town, 

Of his quitting the Muſes, to wear a black Gown, 
And ſo gave him Leave, now his Poetry's done, 
To let him turn Prieſt, now R is turn d Nun. 


Tu is rev'rend Author was no ſooner ſet by, 
But Apollo had got gentle George in bis Eye, 
And frankly confefs'd, that of all Men that writ, 
There's none had more Fancy, Senſe, Judgment, and 


—_— 
N2 h But 


Sir George Etherege. 
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But i th' crying Sin, Idleneſs, he was ſo harden'd, 
That his long ſev'n Year's Silence was not to be par- 
don'd, | 


BR Ky Wy cherley was the next Man ſhew'd his 
We ace; | I 
But Apollo e en thought him too good for the Place. 

No Gentleman- Writer that Office ſhould bear, 

"Twas a Trader in Wit the Laurel ſhould wear, F 
As none but a Citizen makes a Lord- Mayor, 

Next into the Crowd Tom Shad well does wallow, 
And ſwears by his Guts, his Paunch, and his Tal- 

low, | | 

"Tis he that alone beſt pleaſes the Age; 

Himſelf and his Wife have ſupported the Stage. 
Apollo well pleas d with ſo bonny a Lad, 

T? * him, be told him, he ſhould be huge 
ad, | 
If he bag Jo much Wit as he fancy'd ke had, 
However, to pleaſe fo joviala Wit, 

And to keep him in, Humour, Apollo thought fit 

To bid him drink on, and keep his old Trick 

Of railing at Poets, and ſhewing his 

Nat Lee ſtept in next, in Hopes of a Prize, 
Apollo remember'd he had hit once in Thrice ; 

By the Rubies in's Face, be cou!d not deny, 

But he had as much Wit as Wine could ſupply ; 
Confeſs d that indeed he ad a mufical Note, 

But ſometimes ftrain'd ſo hard, that he rattI'd i th 

Throat; | 

Yet owning he'ad Senſe, to encourage him for't, 

He made him his Ovid in Auguftus's Court. 


PoE r Settle his Trial was the next came about, 
He brought him an Ibrahim with the Preface torn 
ut, | - l 
And humbly defir d he might give no Offence; 
G—d d--me, cries Shadwell, he cannot write w_ ; 
n 
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And Banks, cry d up Neæufort, I hate that dull Rogue 
Apollo confid'ring he was not in Vogue, 

Would not truft his dear Bays with ſo modeft a Fool, 
And bid the great Boy ſhould be ſent back to School, 


Tom Oruay came next, Tom Shadwell'; dear Zany, 
And ſwears, for Heroics, he writes beſt of any : 
Don Carl: his Pockets ſo amply had filFd, 
That his N was quite cur d, and his Lice were all 
ki 
But Apollo had ſeen his Face on the Stage, 
And prudently did not think fit to engage 
The Scum of a Play-Houſe, for the Prop of an 


Age. 


In the numerous Herd that encompaſs d him round, 
Liit!e ſtarch Johnny Crown at his Elbow he found; 
His Cravat-ſtring iron'd, he gently did ſtretch 
His Lilly-white Hand out, his Laurel to reach ; 
Alledging, that be had moſt Right to the Bays, 
For writing Romances, and ſhiting of Plays, 
Apollo roſe up, and gravely conteſt, 
Of all Men that writ, his Talent was beft ; 
For fince Pain and Diſhonor Man's Life only damn, 
The greateſt Felicity Mankind can claim, 1 
Is, to want Senſe of smart, and be paſt Senſe of 

Shame; 

And to perfect his Blifs in 1 Rapture, 
He bid bim be dull to the End of the Chapter. 


Tax Poeteſs Afra next ſhew'd her ſweet Face, 
And ſwore by her Poetry, and her black Ace, 
That the Laurel by a double Right was her own, 
For the Plays ſhe had . and the Canqueſts ſhe ad 


won. 
N 3 | Apollo 


he Mrs. Behn, 


And little 
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Apollo acknowledg'd etwas hard to deny her; 
And yet, to deal frankly and ingenuouſly by her ; 
He told her, were Conqueſts and Charms her Pre- 
tence, 
She ought to have pleaded a dozen Years ſince. 
Anabalutha put in for a Share, 
Tom Eſſence s Author was there: | 
Nor could D'Urfey forbear for the Laurel to 
tickle, b L : 
Proteſting be had the Honor to tickle > 
The Ears of the Town with his dear Madam | 
Fickle. | : 
With other Pretenders, whoſe Names I'd rehearſe, 
But they are too long to ſtand in my Verſe. 
Apollo, quite tir'd with their tedious Harangue, 


Finds at laſt Tem Betterton's Face in the Gang; 

And fince Poets with the kind Players may bang, 

By his own Day-light be ſolemnly ſwore, 

That in Search of a Laureat he'd look out no more. 

A general Murmur ran quite through the Hall, 

To think that the Bays to an Actor ſhould fall 

But Apollo, to quiet and pacify all, 

E' en told em to put his Deſerts to the Teſt, 

That he had made Plays as well as the beſt, 

And was the great'ſt Wonder the Age ever bore; 
For, of all the Play-Scribblers that e er writ before, 

His Wit had moſt Worth, and moſt Modeſty in't; 

For he had writ Plays, yet ne er put em in Print. 


r 00000000 
A Lyric POE M: 


I A Imitation of Cornelius Gallus. 


/ 1 | 
Y Goddeſs Lyp1 a, heav'nly Fair, 
As Lillies ſweet, as ſoft as Air; 


t looſe 1 ſpread thy Charms, 
And to my Love give freſh Alarms, 


II, O les 


> mw] wy 
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II. 
O let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
Tho' ſacred Light'ning from them flies: 
Show me that lt, that modeſt Grace, 
Which paints with 1 Red thy Face. 


Give me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 

That | may rival Jove in Bliſs ; 

That I may mix my Soul with thine, 

And make the Pleaſure 5 divine. 
IV. 

O hide thy Boſom's killing White, 
(The Milky Way is not ſo bright,) 
Leſt you my ravith'd Soul oppreſs 
With Beauty's Pomp, _ ſweet Exceſs, 


Why draw'ſ thou from the Purple Flood 
Of my kind Heart the vital Blood? 
Thou art all over endleſs Charms; 
O take me, dying, to thy Arms. 


7 q 4 - 4 - 


7 
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ArorLo's G RI E F, for having killed 
Hy aciNTH by Accident. 


An Imitation of Ovip. 


WEET Hy acinTH, my Life, my Joy, 
What have I done, my lovely Boy ? 
With Kiſſes I would ſtop thy Soul; 
But, O! the Fates my Bliſs controul. 
For Thee I lanquiſh, wiſh to die, 
And weary grow of Immortality, 
Yet with my Harp I'll ſound thy Praiſe, 
And to the Stars thy Beauties raiſe, - 


Straight 
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Straight thou ſhalt ciſe with Purple Grace, 
And with the ſame inviting. Face ; 

Thy Blood ſhall turn the Lilly Red ; 
(Mourning) 11] wear it on my Head. 

The World ſhall celebrate thy Fame, 
And Feaſts be call'd by thy dear Name ; 
With HY acinTa Heav'n ſhall reſound, 
While Echoes catch the charming Sound, 
The fatal Loſs, thus ſad AyoLLo mourn'd, 


Of the fair Boy, for whom ſo much he burn'd, 


DO oo . D D D e - 


OMAN was made Man's Sov'rei 
And He, as Monarch, was to rule alone ; 


Woman's Uſurpation. 


She was his Vaſſal made, to fear and dread 
The angry Frowns of Max, her Lord and Head. 
Heav'n did to him the Power delegate, 
Ofer all the Univerſe he made him Great 
His Power did the largeſt Scepter fway, 
The whole Creation did his Laws obey. 
No Limits e er were ſet to his Commands, 
Tygers and Lyons lick'd his ſacred Hands, 
And ſavage Monſterstglory' d in his Bands. 
The Legiſlative Pow'r was fix d in him, 


Juſt Man ! till Woman tempted him to Sin. 


The Sun no ſooner had began his Courſe, 


Spreading his gaudy Beams o'er th Univerſe ; 


Nature herſelf was hardly full awake; 


The Planets did their Motions rarely make ; 


The azure Orb, in which is finely ſet 
The glitt'ring Stars, ſcarce knew their Architect: 


Air, Water, Earth and Fire, did hardly find 
Themſelves pure Elements, and were inclin'd 


Io mix in Compoſition of each Kind; 


ty to own, 


; 


Man 


Earl f RocRHESTER. 153 


Max ſcarce had ſeen the firſt reſplendent Light, 
Eer Wo uA brought forth everlaſting Night; 
Damn'd Pride invited her at firſt to Sin, 
Ambition next the Devil uſher'd in. 

Thoſe, for ten thouſand more, have Inlets made ; 
And now ſhe's Miſtreſs of the Devil's Trade: 

Ste'll tempt, lie, cozen, ſwear, beti ay, and cheat, 
Hell's blackeſt Arts ten thouſand Times repeat: 
She will no longer in Subjection ſtand, 

But MAN muſt truckle to her harſh Command. 
Toſs d with tempeſtuous Storms of haughty Pride, 
Diſorder'd Motions, all her Paſſions guide, 

'Till the deſtroys her loving Lord and Bride, 

How many fad Examples do we find, 

Of Huſbands murder'd by the Female Kind? 
Such are th' Effects of the aſpiring Mind. 

No Laws nor Goodneſs could her Thoughts deter, 
And Satan was foreftall'd in ſeeing her; 

From all diviner Edits out ſhe flew, 

And ſwell'd with curſed Pride, no Compaſs knew ; 
Such is the Rage of her infected Mind, 

She damns the Race and Stock of poor Mankind ; 
And ſtifling Brimſtone is the ſweeraſt Scent _ 
That burns, whilſt Devils guard her fable Tent, 
Reſolv'd to execute, and ne'er repent, 

Whate'er her wicked Malice can invent. 

Since Heaven's ſacred Laws cannot reſtrain 

Thy Will, and threaten'd Vengeance is in vain ; 
Since to live peaceful is thy greateſt Pain ; 
Proceed, and then You'll Queen of Devils reign. 


An Epiſtle from Ephelia to Bajazet, com- 
plaming of his Inconſtancy. | 
OW far they are deceiv'd, who hope in vain 


A laſting Leaſe of Joys from Love t obtain 4 
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All the dear Sweets we're promis'd or expect, 
After Enjoyment turns to cold Neglect. 


Could Love a conſtant Happineſs have known, 


That mighty Wonder had in me been ſhown ; 

Our Paſhons were ſo favoured by Fate, 

As if ſhe meant em an eternal Date; 

So kind he Iook'd, ſuch tender Words he ſpoke, / 

"Twas paft Belief ſuch Vows ſhould e er be broke: 

Fixt on my Eyes, how often would he ſay, 

He could with Pleafure gaze an Age away. 

When Thoughts too great for Words had made him 
mute, 

In Kiffes he would tell my Hand his Suit: 

So ſtrong his Paſhon was, ſo far above 

The common Gallantries that pafs'd for Love : 


At worſt, I thought, if he unk ind ſhould prove, 


His ebbing Paſhon would be kinder far 
Than the firſt Tranſports of all others are: 
Nor was my Love or Fondnefs lefs than his ; 
In him I centred all my Hopes of Bliſs ; 
For him my Duty to my Friends forgot, 
For kim 1 loſt, alas; what loſt I not? 
Fame, all the valuable Things of Life, 
To meet his Love by a leſs Name than Wife : 
How happy was I then, how dearly bleft, 
When this great Man lay panting on my Breaſt, 
Looking ſuch Things as ne'er could be expreſs d? 
Thouſand freſh Looks he gave me ev'ry Hour, 
Whilſt greedily I did his Locks devour ; 
"Till quite o'ercome with Charms, 1 trembling lay, 
At wn Look he gave, melting away, 
I was ſo highly happy in his Love, 
Methought I pity'd them that dwelt Above. 
Think then, thou greateſt, lovelieſt, falſeſt Man, 
How * have vow'd, how you have lov'd, and 
then, 
My faithleſs Dear, be cruel if you can. 
How I have lov'd, I cannot, need not tell; 


No, ev'ry Act has ſhewn I lov'd too well. 


Since 


. 


nd 


Since 
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Since firſt I ſaw you, I ne'er had a Thought 

Was not entirely yours; to you l brought 

My Virgin Innocence, and freely made 

My Love an Off ring to your noble Bed: 

Since then you've been the Star by which | ſteer'd, 

And nothing elſe but you, IL lov'd or fear'd; 

Your Smiles I only live by, and 1 muſt, 

Whene'er you frown be ſhatter'd into Dutt, 

O! can the Coldnefs that you ſhew me now 

Suit with the gen'rous Heat you once did ſhew ? 

I cannot live on Pity or Reſpect, 

A Thought ſo mean would my whole Love infect; 

Leſs than your Love I ſcorn, Sir, to expect. 

Let me not live in dull Indiff rency, 

But give me Rage enough to make me die ; 

For if from you I needs muſt meet my Fate, 

Before your Pity, I would chuſe your Hate. 
J 
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A very Heroical Epiſtle, in Anſwer to 


ErHEL IA. 


MabAu, 


IF you're deceiv'd, it is not by my Cheat, 

] For all Diſguiſes are below the Great, 

What Man or Woman upon Earth can ſay 

I ever us dem well above a Day? 

How is it then that I inconſtant am? 

He changes not, who always is the ſame. 

In my dear Self I center every Thing, 

My Servants, Friends, my Miſtreſs, and my King, 
Nay, Heav'n and Earth to that one Point I bring. 
Well manner'd, honeſt, generous, and ſtout, | 
Names by dull Fools to plague Mankind: found out, 
Should I regard, I muft myſelf conftrain, 

And tis my Maxim to avoid all Pain, 


You 
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You fondly look for what none e'er could find; 
Deceive yourſelf, and then call me unkind ; 
And, by falſe Reaſon, would my Falſhood prove, 
For 'tis as natural to change, as Love. 

You may as juſily at the Sun repine, 

Becauſe alike it does not always ſhine. 

No glorious Thing was ever made to ftay ; 

My Blazing-Star but viſits, and away : 

As fatal too it ſhines, as thoſe i' th' Skies; 

"Tis never ſeen, but ſome great Lady dies: 

The boaſted Favour you fo precious hold, 

To me's no more than changing of my Gold, 
Whate'er you gave, I paid you back in Bliſs ; 
Then where's the Obligation, pray, of this? 

If heretofore you found Grace in my Eyes, 

Be thankful for it, and let that ſuffice; 

But Women, Beggars like, ſtill haunt the Door, 
Where they ve receiv'd a Charity before. 

O! happy Sultan, whom we barb'rous call, 

How much art thou retin'd above us all ? 

Who envies aot the Joys of thy Seraigl? 
Thee, like ſome God, the trembling Croud adore, 
Each Man's thy Slave, and Woman-kind thy Whore. 
Methinks I ſee thee underneath the Shade 
Ot golden Canopy — laid ; | 

Thy crouding Slaves all filent as the Night, 

But at thy Nod. all active as the Light; 

Secure in ſolid Sloth, thou there doſt reign, 

And feel'ſt the Joys of Love without the Pain. 
Each Female courts thee with a wiſhing Eye, | 
While thou with awful Pride walk'f careleſs by, 
'Till thy kind Pledge, at laft marks out the Dame 
Thou fancicſt moſt, to quench thy preſent Flame: 
Then from thy Bed ſubmiſſive ſhe retires. 

And, thankful for the Grace, no more requires, 
No loud Reproach, nor fond unwelcome Sound 


Of Womens I ongues, thy ſacred Ears does wound; * 
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If any do, a nimble Mute ſtrait ties | 

The True-love Knot, and ftops her fooliſh Cries, 
Thou fear ſt no injur'd Kiaſmant threatning Blade, 
Nor Midnight Ambuſbes by Rivals laid; 

While here, with aching Hearts our Joys we taſte, 
Difturb'd by Swords, like Demecle;'s Feaſt. | 


The Four following EPIsrIks from B. to E. are ſup- 
poſed to be written you the Lord Buckhuiſt, af ter- 
wards Earl of Dorſet, to Mr. Etherege, afterwards 
Sr George Etherege. | 


— OO 


An Epiſtle from B. to E. 


Reaming laſt Night on Mrs. Farley, | 
My —— was up this Morning early; » 

And I was fain, without my Gown, 

To riſe i“ th' Cold to get him down, 

Hard Shift, alas! but yet-a ſure, 

Although it be no pleafing Cure, 

Of old, the fair Agyptian Slattern, 

For Luxury that had no'Pattern, 

To ſortify her Roman Swinger, 

Inſtead of Nutmegs, Mace, and Ginger, 

Did ſpice his Bowls, (as Story tells) 

With Warts of Rocks, and Spawns of Shells. 

It had been happy for her Grace, 

Had I been in the Raſcal's Place; 

I, who do ſcorn that any Stone 

Should raife my ——, but my own, 

Had laid her down on ev'ry Couch, 

* r her Pearl, and 8 Brouch, 

01. J. Me 


Until 
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Until her hot-tail'd Majeſty, 
Being happily reclaim'd by me, 


From all her wild expenfive Ways, 
Had worn her Gems on Holidays : 


But fince her has long done itchifig, 
Let us diſcourſe of modera Bitching, ; 


I MUST entreat you, by this Letter, 
T' enquire for Fhores, the more the better: 
Hunger makes a Man a Glutton, 

If Roberts, Thomas, Mrs. Dutton, 
Or any other Bawd of Note, 
Inform of a freſh Petticoat ; 
Enquire, I pray, with friendly Care, 
Where their reſpective Lodgings are. 
Some do-compare a Man t a Bark, 
A pretty Metaphor! pray mark, 
And with a long and tedious Story, 
With all the Tackling laid before ye : 
The Sails are Hope, the Maſts Detie, 
Till they the gentleſt Reader tire. 
But howſoe'er they keep a Pudder, 
I'm ſure the —— is the Rudder; 
The pow'rful Rudder, which of Force 
To Town muſt ſhortly ſteer my Courſe ; 
And if you do not there provide, 
A Port, where I may ſafely ride : 
Landing in Haſte in ſome foul Creek, 
*Tis ten to one I ſpring a Leak. 
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Nxxr, I muſt make it my Requeſt, 
If you have any Intereſt, 
Or can by any Means diſcover 
| Some lamentable rhiming Lover, 
| Who ſhall in Numbers harſh and vile, 
| + His Miſtreſs, Nymph or Goddeſs ſtile, 
| Send all bis Labours down to me, 


By the firſt Opportunity. 
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Os any Knights of your Round Table, 
To other Scribblers formidable, 
Guilty themſelves of the ſame Crime, 
Dreſs Nynſenſe up in ragged Rhime, 
As once a Week they ſeldom fail, 
Inſpir'd with Love and Gridiron Ale. 


Or any paultry Poetry, 
Tho' from the Univerſity ; | 
Who, when the King and Queen. were there, 
Did both their Wit and Learning ſpare, 
And have (I _ endeavourd fince - _. 
To make the World ſome Recompence. 1 
Such damn'd Fuſtian when you meet, 


But not too raſh or indiſcreet, 


Tho they can find no juſt Excufes, 
To put 'em to their proper Uſes, 
The fatal Privy, or the Fire, 
Their nobler Foe ; at my Deſire, 
Reſtrain your natural Profuſeneſs, 
And ſpare em, tho you have a Logofeneſs, 


- * - - * Je — — 
_ 71 4 ; "C, , 


E——"5 Anſwer. 
S crafty Harlots us'd to ſhrink 
A From Letchers dos'd with Sleep and Drink, 
hen they intend to make a Pack, h 
By filching Sheets, or Shirt from Back ; 
So were you pleas d to ſteal away 
From me, whilſt on your Bed I lay: 
But long you had not been departed, \ 
When, pinch'd with Cold, from thence I ſtarted; 


Where, miſſing you, I ſtamp'd and ftar'd 
Like Bacon, when he wak'd and heard 


O 2 | His: 
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His Brazen Head in vain had ſpoke, 

And ſaw it lie in Pieces broke: 

Sighing, I to my Chamber make, 

And ev'ry Limb as ftiff as Stake, 

Unleſs poor ——, which did feel 

Like ſlimy Skin of new-ftriptEel ; 

Or Pudding that Miſchance had got, 

And ſpent itſelf half in the Pot. 

With Care I cleans'd the ſneaking Varlet, 
That late had been in Pool of Harlot: 

But neither Shirt nor Water cou'd 
Remove the Stench of letch'rous Mud. 

The Queen of Love from Sea did ſpring, 
Whence the beſt do ſmell like Ling: 
But ſure this damn'd notorious Bitch Vs 


Was made o th' Feoth of Fane Shore's Ditch; 


Or elſe her —— could never ftink 
Like Pump that's foul, or nafty Sink, 


WHEN this was done, to Bed I went, 
And the whole Day in Sleep 1 ſpent; 
But the next Morning, freſh and gay, 
As Citizen on Holiday, 


1 wander'd in the ſpacious Town, 


Amongſt the Bawds of beſt Renows : 
To Temple, I a Viſit made; 

Temple the Beauty of her Trade 
The only ,Bawd that ever I, 

For Want of Whore, could occup 


- She made me Friends with Mrs, Cofficy, 


Whom we indeed had us'd but roughly; 
For by a gentle Way I found, 
The Whore would —— under ten Pound. 
So reſty Jades which ſcorn to ftir, 
Tho' oft provok'd by Whip and Spur, 
= milder Uſage may be got 

o fall into their wonted Trot. 


Bur 


Zur 
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Bur what Succeſs I farther had, | 
And what Difcov'ries good and bad, 


I made by roving up and down, 
I'll tell you when you come to Town, 


FARTHER I have obey'd your Motion, 
Tho' much provok'd by Pill and Potion, 
And ſent you down ſome paultry Rhimes,. 
The greateſt Grievance of our Times; 
When, ſuch as Nature never made 
For Poets, daily will invade 


Wit's Empire, both the Stage and Preſs, 


And, which is worſe, with good Succels.. _ 


The Second Epiſtle from B. to'E, 


F I can gueſs, the Devil choak me, 
Whathorrid Fury cou'd provoke thee,, - 
To uſe thy railing ſcurrilous Wit 
Gainſt and ——, the Sourſe of it; 
For what but — and —— does raiſe 
Our Thoughts to Songs and Roundelays ?* 
Enables us to Anagrams, 
And other amorous Flim-flams ? 
Then we write Plays, and ſo proceed. 
To Bays, the Pcets ſcred Weed. 
Haſt no Reſpect for God Priapus ? 
That ancient Story ſhall not ſcape us. 
Priapus was a Roman God, 
But in plain Engli/6, and —, 
That pleas'd their Siſters, Wives, and Daughters, 
Guarded their Pippins and Pom waters 
- or at the Orchara's utmoſt Entry | 
his mighty Deity ſtood Centry, 
O 3 In- 
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Inveſted in a tatter'd Blanket, 


Jo ſcare the Magpies from their Banquet. 


But this may ſerve to ſhew we trample 
On Rule and Method, by Example 

Of modern Authors, who, to ſnap at all, 
Will talk of Cæſar in the 8 os 


Known Foes to Butter-Milk and Whey, 
Which ſoftens Wax, but hardens Clay ; 
All this without the leaſt Connexion, 
Which, to ſay Truth's enough to vex one; 
But farewel all Poetic Di-zineſs, 

And now come unto the Bufinefs. 


TE1L the bright Nymph how f.d and penfively, 


Of Cynthia's Beams, and Sol's bright Ray, 


E'er fince we us'd her ſo offenfively, 


In diſmal Shades, with Arms acrof<, 

I fit lamenting of my Loſs ; 

To Echo, I her Name commend, 

Who has it now at her Tongue's End, 
And, Parrot-like, repeat the ſame; 
For ſhould you talk of Tamerlane, * 
Cuffley, the cries, at the fame Time, 
Tho' the laſt Accents do not rhime, 
Far more than Echo cer did yet 

For Phillis or bright Amcret. 


WIr Pen- knife keen, of mod'rate Size, 
As bright and piercing as her Eyes, 
A glittring Weapon, which would ſcorn 
To pair a Nail, or cut a Corn, - 
Upon the Trees of ſmootheſt Bark 


I carve her Name, or elſe her Mark, 
Which 


— _ —— 


* Tamerlane the Great: Or, the Scythian Shep - 
herd. A Tragedy, Written 1593; by Chriſtopher 
Marloe, an Author cotemperary with Shakeſpear, 
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Which commonly's a bleeding Heart, 
A weeping Eye, or flaming Dart. 


HERE, on a Beach, like am'rous Sot, 
I ſometimes carve a True-love's Knot ; 
There, a tall Oak her Name docs bear, 
In a large ſpreading Character: 
I choſe the faireſt and the beſt 
Of all the Grove; amongſt the reſt, 
] carv'd it on a luſty Pine, 
Which wept a Pint of Turpentine ; 
Such was the Terror of her Name, 
By the Report of evil Fame ; 
Who tir'd with immod'rate Flight, 
Had lodg'd upon his Boughs af Night. 
The wary Tree, who fear'd a Clap, 
And knew the Virtue of its Sap, + 


Dropt Balſam into ev'ry Wound, " 


And in an Hour's Time was ſound. 

But you are unacquainted yet, 

With half the Pow'r of Amoret ; 

For ſhe can drink as well as —, 

Her growing Empire till muſt thrive, 
Our Hearts, weak Forts, we muſt reſign, 
When Peauty does its Forces join 

With Man's ſtrong Enemy, good Wine. 
This I was told by Lord O'Brian, 

A Man whoſe Word I much rely on; 
He ſtill kept Touch, and came down hither 


When thou wert ſcar'd with the foul Weather: 


But if thou would'ſt forgiven be, 
Say that a Whore detained thee; _ 


—— whoſe firong Charms the World bewitches, 


The Joy of Kings ! the Beggar's Riches ! 


The Courtier's Bufineſs ! Stateſman's Leiſure ! 


The tired Tinker's Eaſe and Fleaſure ! 
Of which, alas! I've Leave to prate ; 
But, O! the Rigour of my Fate! 
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And only of my Fate complain, 
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For want of bouncing Bona Roba, 

Laſcivia «ft nobis pagina vita-proba : - 
For that Rhime I was fain to fumble ; 

When Pegaſus begins to ſtumble, 

"Tis Time to reſt, Your very Humble. 


E ——"5 | Anſwer. 


Qt! ſoft and am'touſly you write, 

So well deſcribe the pleaſing Fight, 
That were I ſtill in Lantliora ſweating, 
Swallowing of Belus, or a ſpitting; 
I ſhould forget each Injury, 

The pocky Whores have offer'd me, 


Becauſe 1 muſt from Love abftain ; 
All-pow'rful Love ! whoſe very Name 
Kindles in me an am'rous Flame ! 
Begins to mike my to riſe, 
And long again, to fight Love's Prize ;. 
Forgetful of thoſe many Scars | 
He has received in thoſe Wars. 

This ſhews Love's chiefeſt Magic lies 
In Womens — not in their Eyes; 
There Cupid does his Revels keep, 
There Lovers all their Sorrows fteep ;. 
For having but once taſted that, 


Our Miſeries are quite forgot, 


This may ſuſſice to let you know, - | 
That I to Love am not a Foe, Ne 
Tho' you are pleas'd to think me fo, A 
'Tis ftrange his Zeal ſhould b in Suſpicion, wW 
Who dies a Martyr for's Religion. | Th 
Bur ry 
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Bur now to give you an Account 
Of CUFFLEY, that Whore Paramount! 
CUuxFLEY ! whoſe Peauty warms the Age, p 
And fills our Youth with Love and Rage ; 
Who, like fierce Wolves, purſue the Game, 
While ſecretly the letch'rous Dame 
With ſome choice Galant takes her Flight, 
Andin a Cornerlies all Night ; 
Then the next Morning we all hunt, 
To find whaſe Fingers ſmell of —; 
With Jealouſy and Envy mov'd 
Againſt the Man that was belov'd : 

hilt you within ſome neighb'ring Grove 
- Indite the Story of your Love, — Reba 
And with your Pen-Knife, keen and bright, 
On ſtately Trees your Paſſion write; 
So that each Nymph that paſſes through, . -—- 
Muſt envy her, and pity you; 
Weat the Flzece, or at the Bear, | 
With good Caſe Knife well whet on Stair, 
A gentle Wes pon, made io feed ; 
Mankind, and not to make em bleed, 
A thouſand am rous Fancies ſcrape :. 
There's not a Pewter Diſh can Ge 
Without her Name, or Arms, which are 
The ſame that Love himſelf does bear. 
Here one, to ſhew you Love's no Glutton, 
Þ th' Midſt of Supper leaves his Murton, 
And on a greaſy Plate with Care, 
Carves the bright Image of the Fair. 


ANOTHER, tho' a drunken Sot, 
Neglects his Wine, and on the Pot 
A Band of naked Cupids draws, - 
With —— no bigger than Wheat-Straws. | 
Then on a naſty Candleſtick 
One figures Love's Hizroglophic, * 
A Ccuckant — and Rampant ——, 
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And that the Sight may more inflame v 
| The Lookers-on, ſubſcribes her Name, 5 
{ CUFFLEY ! herSex's Pride and Shame! | * 
if There's not a Man but does diſcover, A 
| By ſome ſuch Action, he's a Lover; | F 
4 ' But now "iis Time to give her over, * 
3 And let your Lordſhip know you are M 
= The Mittreſs that employs our Care. T 
'F Your Abſence makes us melancholy ;. T 
"A Nor Drink, nor Love, can mate us jolly, 8 
o Unleſs we've you within our Arms, | 1 
. In whom there dwells diviger Charms. Ti 
3 Then quit with Speed the penſive Grove, Tt 
F And here in Town purſue your Love ; T} 
' F Where, at your Coming, you ſhall find N & 
| | Your Servant glad, your Miſtreſs kind; « | 955 
9 All Things devoted to your Mind. H: 
1 | To 
=. 27 Tec 
* | 2 : 3 Ha 
1 RocutesTEr's Farewell. To 
1 1 
bt IR'D with the noiſome Follies of the Age, — 
3 And weary of my Part, I quit the Stage; 5 
of For who in Life's dull Farce, a Part would bear, Fo 
3 Where Rogues, Whores, Bawds, all the chief Actors To 
« | are ? Ot ff 
"S Long, I with charitable Malice ſtrove, | — 
Laſhing the Court, thoſe Vermin to remove: F 4 
| But thriving Vice under the Rod ftill grew, WI 
4; As aged Letchers whipt, their Luſt renew. T 
4 5 Yet oN 
i} | One 
. 
14 
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Yet this my Life has unſdcceſsful been; 

For who can this Augean Stable clean ? 

My gen'rous End J will purſue in Death, 

And at Mankind rail with my parting Breath. 
Firſt, then, the Tangier Bullies mult appear, 
With open Brav'ry, and diſſembled Fear. 
Mulgrave, their Head, but Gen'ral have a Care, 
Tho ſkill'd in all the Arts that cheat the Fair; TE 
The undiſcerning and impartial Moor, 

Spares not the Lovers on the Ladies Score, 

How many periſh by one fatal Shot ! 

The Conquelſis all thy Ogling ever got. 

Think then (as I preſume you do) how all 

The Engliſi Beauties will lament your Fall; 
Scarce would a greater Grief pierce ev'ry Heart, 
Should Sir George Hewet, or Sir Carr * depart, 
Had it not better been, than thus to roam, 

To ſtay and tie the Cravat-ftring at Home? 

To ſtrut, look big, ſhake Pantaloon, and ſwear 
With Hewet, Damn me, There's no Action there. 


Had'ft thou no Friend that would to Rowley + write, 


To hinder this thy Eagerneſs to fight ? 

That without Danger thou a Brave might'ſt be, 
As ſure to be deny'd as Shrewſbury, 

This ſure the Ladies had not fail'd to do; 

But who this Courage could ſuſpect in you? 
For ſay, what Reaſon could with thee prevail, 
To change embroider'd Coat, for Coat of Mail? 
Let Plymouth, or let Mordaunt go, whom Fate 
Has made not valiant, but deſperate : 

For who would-not be weary of his Life, 
Who'as loft his Money, 5 got a Wife? 
To the more tolerable Alcaid of Alcazer, 

One flies from Creditor, t'other from Frazer. f 
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bn $croop. + The King. 1 The Duke of York't 
Phy/ician, famous for. the Cure of @ certain Diſ- 
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Chit Sunderland, Chit Godslphin, and Chit Lory. 


Had Richmond but got Leave, as well as He, 
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Type ſolid harden'd Armour of a Fool; 
Well might himſelf to all War's Ils expoſe, 
Who (come what will) yet had no Brains to loſe. 
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"Twere-Cruelty to make too ſharp Remarks 

On all the lit le, forward, fighting Sparks. 

Only poor Charle,, I can't but pity thee, 

When all thy pert young Volunteers I ſee ; 
Thoſe Chits in War, who as much Mirth create, 
As the Pair-Royal of the Chits of State; 

Their Names ſhall equal, or exceed in Story, 


When, thou let'ſt Plymouth go, twas ſuch a jeſi, 
As when thy Brother made the ſame Requeſt ; 


The Jeſt had been compleat, and worthy Thee. 
Well, fince we muſt, he'll to Tangier advance, 
It is reſolv'd; but firſt let's have a Dance. 
Firſt, at her Highneſs Ball he muſt appear, 

And in a parting Country-Dance, learn there 
With Drum and Fife, to make aJigg of War. 
What is of Soldier ſcen in all the Heap, 

Befides the flutt ring Feather in the Cap, 

The Scarf, and Yard or two of Scarlet Cloth, 
From Gen ral Mulgrave, down to little Hroth ? 


But now they're all embark'd, and curſe their Fate, Thou: 


Curſe Cn that gave em Leave, and much more Who 
ate, | 

Who, than Tangier to England and the King, 

No greater Plague, beſides herſclf, could bring ; 

And wiſh the Moors, ſince now their Hand was in, 

As they have got her Portion, had the Queen, 

There leave we them, and back to England come; 

Where, by the wiſer _ that ſtay at Home, 

In ſafe Ide+s, by their "ry form'd, 

T angier (like Maeftricht) is at Windſor ſtorm'd. 

But now we talk of Magftricht, where is he, 

Fam'd for that brutal Piece of Bravery ? 

He, with his thick impenetrable Skull, 


Yet 


ä 
* a my 
. : - 
: k * , 
| 


* 


Earl of Roe ESs TER. 169 ; 
Yet this is he, the dull unthink ing he, { Fe 
| Who muſt (for ſooth) our future Monarch be. A, 

This Fool, by Fools (Armſtrong and Vernon) led, 

Dreams that a Crown will drop upon his Head; * 

By great Example he this Path doth Tread; + a 9 

Following ſuch fenſeleſs Aﬀes up and down, ' © ' 

(For Saul fought Aﬀes when he found a Crown) 

But R is riſen, as Samuel, at his Call, 

o tell that Cod has left th! ambitious Sal- 

Never (ſays Heaven) ſhall the bluſhing unn 

Sce Proger's Baſtard fill the Regal Throne. 21 

So Heaven ſays; but Branden ſays he ſhall; 

But whoe'er he protects, is ſure to fall. | 

Who can more certain of Deſtruction be, 

Than he that truſts to ſuch a Rague as he? 

What Good can come ſrom him, who Tork forſook, 

1':\pouſe the Intereſt of this booby Duke? FS 
But who. the beft of Mafters could deſert, 
the moſt fit to take a Treitor's Part. 
Ungraetul! This thy Maſter-picce of Sin, 
Lxceeds cen that with which thou didſt begin; 
Thou great Probcient in the Trade of Hell 
Mhoſe later Crimes fill do thy firſt excel: | 
The very. Top of Villuiny wefreize, TOO 
by Steps, in Order, anch by juſt Degrees 
None e'erawasperfect Villato in one Day, 4 
1 The murder'd Boy to Trcafon. led the Way, © © 
but when Degrees of Villainy'we name; 00 
How can we chuſe, but think of Buckingham © : 
He who through all of them has boLity ran), - 
left ne er a i aw untroke of God or Mn. 
His treuſur dd ins of Superarragation, Hari a 
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well io a Sum enough to damn Nation: 4 


, 
bt he muſt here by Forge beet alone, 00 __ 
lis Acts requite a Volume of heir Ou ß 0047) 9) | 

Vo. ' if Þ at | Where,. 1 
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Where, rank'd in dreadful Ordery, ball appear 

All his Exploits, from Shrewſbury.to Le Meer, 

But ſtay; meihinks Ion a ſudden find. 

My Pen to treat on t 'othe Sex inclin d.: 

But where, in all this Choice, chall begin? 25 

Where, but with the renowned Mazarine? 

For all the Bauds tbe: Court's rank Soil doth bear, 

5 Bawds and Stateſmen grow in Plenty there: ) 
o thee ſubmit and yield, ſhould we be juſt 

To thy experienc'd' and well-rrave}l'd Luſt: 

Thy well-known. Merits claim that thou ſhould' a be 

Pirſt in the glorious Roll of Infam 

To thee they all give Place, and 8 pay, 

Do all thy letcherous Decrees obey ; 

Thou, Queen of Luſt ; thy bawdy Subjects, They, 

While Suſſex, Braughall, Betty, Felion come, 

Thy Whores of Honor-to attend thy Throne: 

For what proud Strumpet e er could merit more, | 

Than be anointed the Imperjal Whore ? .. Mt! 

For tell me, in all Europe, . where's the part 

That is not conſcious of thy lewd Deſert ? 

The great Pleas Youth, * whoſe, Conqueſts run 

O'er all the World, and travell'd with the Sun, 

Made not his Valeur to more Nations known, - 

Than thou thy Luft, thy maichleſs Luſt, haſt ſhown, - 

- AllClimes, all Countries do with Tribute come 

(Thou World of Lewdneſs) to thy houndleſs Womb. 

Thou Sea of Luft, that never Ebh doſt ke * jr 

Whither the Rivers of all Nations flow. - 


Lewd Me ſaline was but a Type: of hee, M1233 nn 1 
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Thou nigh, laſt Degree of Letchery : - 22: t. 


For in a 


Who ever finn'd fo high, and fivopd fo low ?, 
She to th' Imperial Bed cach Night. did uſe 
To bring the Stink of i e TT 
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ae Alexander the Great, , 1 4 
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Tic d (but not ſatisfied) with Man did come, 


Drunk with abundant Luft, and reeling Home: 

But thou, to our admiring Age doſt ſhow , ' + ,.. 

More Sin than inn'cent Rome did ever know; 

And having all her Lewdneſſes ovt-ran, 

Tak'ſt up with Devil, having tir'd Man: 

For what elſe is that loathſome ugly Black, 

Which you and Suſſex in your Arms did take? 

Nor does old Age, which now rides on ſo faſt, 

Make thee come ſhort of all thy Lewdneſs paſt : 

Tho' on thy Head, grey Hairs, like nas Snow, _ 

Are ſhed, thou Fire and Brimſtone art below.. 

The monſt' rous Thing in whom at once did rage 

The Flames of Youth, and Impotence of Age. 

My Lady Harcourt takes the ſecond Plice, 

Proud with thy Favour, and peculiar Grace 8 

Ev'n ſhe, with all her Piety and Zeal, 465 

The hotter Flames that burn in thee, does fecl. g 

Thou doſt into her kindling Breaſt inſpire 

The luſtful Seeds of thy contagious Fire: 

Se well the Spirit and the Fleſh agree, 

Luft and Devotion, Zeal ang Letchery. 

Of what important Uſe Religion's made, 

By thoſe who wiſely drive the , cheating Trade. 

As Wines prohibited, ſecurely paſs, 8 

Changing the Names of their on native Place; 

So Vice grows ſafe, dreſs'd in Devotion's Name, 

Unqueſtion'd by the Cuſtom-Houſe of Fame. 

Wherever too much Sanctify you ſe, 

Be more ſuſpicious of bid Viſlainy. * eee 

Whos'ever's Zeal is than his Neighbour's more; 

If Man, ſuſpect him Rogue; if Woman, Whore: 

And ſuch a Thing art thou, religious Hyde, 

So very lewd, and yet ſo ſanctify'd. 

Let now the Dutcheſs take no farther Care, 

Of num'rous Stallions let her not deſpair, 

Since her indulgent Stars ſo kind bave been, 

To ſend her Bromley, Hyde, and Mazarine, 

This laſt deth baniſh'd Monmonih's Place ſupply, 

And Wit ſupplanted is by Letchery. 3 
P 2 Fo x 
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Goes ſaunt'ring with her Highneſs up to Town, 


The Golden Calf that's worſhipp'd by the Crowd, 
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Fo & Monmouth, ſhe had Parts, and Wit, and Senfe, 
To all which Mazarine has no Pretence; ; 
A Froof, that fince ſuch Things as'ſbe prevail, 

Her Highneſs Head is lighter than her Tail. 

But flay, I Portſmouth almoſt had forgot, 

The common Theme of ev'ry rhyming Sot; 

She'll after Railing, make us laugh awhil- ; 

For at her Folly, 'who can chuſe but ſmile ; 

Whilf thoſe who always flight ker, Great the makes, 
And fo much Pains to be deſpis'd the takes; 


To an old Play, and in the Dark comes down ; 

Still makes her Court to her, as to the Queen, 

But fiill is joftled out by Mazarine : 

So much more worthy a kind Baud is thought, 
Than even ſbe who her from Exile brought. 

O! Poriſmouth, fooliſh Portſmouth, not to take 
The Offer the great Sunderland did make; | 
When, cringing at thy Feet, e'en Monmouth bow d, 


But thod for Tork, who now defſpiſes thee, 
To leave both him and pow'rful Shafr/bury 
If this is all the Policy you know, | 
This all the Skill in States you boaſt of ſo; 


How wiſely did thy Country's Laws ordaip, 


Never to let the fooliſh Women reign ! * 
But what muſt we expect, who daily fee 
Unthinking Charles rul'd by unthinking Thee? 


* By the Salique Law, no Woman 1. granted Ac- 
eefſion to the Throne. 
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